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80,000 years ago... 

Pridak stood on the tower of his island fortress, looking down at his assembled army. His troops 
came from an endless number of places. Some were Matoran criminals, others violent brutes looking for 
the chance to fight, and by far the majority were simply beings who were no longer welcome in their 
homelands. They were thieves, murderers, traitors, and liars, and easily the most beautiful sight he had 
ever seen. 

He shifted his gaze to the west. There, Takadox’s and Mantax’s armies had set up camp. To the 
east, the legions of Kalmah and Ehlek were preparing for battle. Carapar’s army was the last to arrive and 
they had immediately begun skirmishing with some of the others. No effort had been made to stop them. 
It was best they keep their weapons and their battle instincts sharp for what was to come. 

Pridak took a deep breath. The air smelled sweet. He wanted to savor these last few moments of 
his old life. Soon, he would no longer be just the ruler of a small realm, one almost beneath the notice of 
the Great Spirit Mata Nui. Before this day was through, he would be the undisputed king of one-sixth of 
the known universe. 

If it were possible for a biomechanical being to be a perfect physical specimen, Pridak was it. Even 
if his armor and weapons had been taken away, he would still have radiated power. It was hard for him to 
comprehend how some beings, even entire intelligent species, could live out their lives with monstrous 
appearances. He imagined they must just be dead inside and so didn’t notice the horror they inspired. 

A strong wind set the island’s trees to swaying. The scent of campfires, unwashed Matoran, and 
Rahi mounts combined into a musty, foul aroma. The smell triggered memories of past conquests. They 
had been hard-fought battles, and well worth winning, but they could not compare with what he and his 
allies were about to undertake. 

One of his battle leaders approached. “Sir, all is ready. We await your order to strike.” 

Pridak nodded, his keen eyes trained on his legions below. “Indeed. Three members of a Matoran 
rear guard unit have propped their weapons against rocks and are having a conversation among 
themselves. Why?” 

The battle leader turned to look. Then, flustered, he answered. “I... have no explanation, sir. They 
will be disciplined at once.” 

А tight smile appeared on Pridak’s face. “Three ignore their orders while their fifty companions 
stand at attention and do nothing about it. Not at all satisfactory.” 

He turned to the battle leader. “Pass the word among my legions. That unit is to be attacked and 
completely destroyed, immediately... along with you.” 

“What? Sir, 1... 1...” 

Pridak’s hand flashed out and grabbed the battle leader by the throat. He took two quick strides 
and thrust the unfortunate being over the edge of the tower. His captive’s legs dangled in space. 


“Am | speaking some unknown Matoran dialect?” Pridak whispered. “Do you require a translator? 
| want you to go down there and order your own destruction. | want you to do it now.” 

Pridak leaned in close, his fetid breath washing over his frightened subordinate. “Be assured my 
legions will be far swifter and more merciful in carrying out their task than | would be.” 

With that, Pridak idly tossed the battle leader back onto the stone floor of the tower. The 
panicked being scrambled to his feet and raced down the stairs to carry out his orders. When he reached 
the bottom, he would command the legions to immediately wipe out the offending unit and then himself. 
He would do this because he knew Pridak was right. Death at their hands would be far preferable to the 
same fate in the clutches of his ruler. 


The other five Barraki were waiting in the fortress’s central chamber, studying maps carved into stone 
tablets. They had been given their name centuries ago by the subjects of their realms. It was an old Matoran 
word, rarely ever heard, which roughly translated to “warlord”. Each was powerful, well armored, and 
veteran of many a raid. Those who saw them said they made Toa look like some kind of Rahi that crawled 
out from under a rock. They saw themselves as a higher level of being, preordained to rule by virtue of 
their superior strength and intellect. 

The charts they looked over were rough, but they were good enough for the Barraki’s purposes. 
One set of tablets showed key points on the central continent. The other covered the sea approaches to 
the city of Metru Nui. 

“Guarded here, here, here,” said Ehlek. His nerves were obvious. Although he reigned on land, 
Ehlek’s species was native to a watery realm. He was able to function on the surface only through a 
complicated apparatus that enabled him to breathe air. That made him vulnerable and he knew it. 

“We'll surround and crush them,” Kalmah said, impatient to get started. 

Takadox shook his head. “No. We let them see an advance scouting party, then lure them into a 
trap.” 

Carapar and Mantax said nothing, one because he had nothing useful to add and the other because 
he did not want his allies to know his strategies. 

“Toa,” said Kalmah, as dismissively as if he were discussing the weather. “They are a moment’s 
annoyance, at best.” 

“Easy for you to say,” Takadox shot back. “| was there when they ‘annoyed’ a Kanohi Dragon into 
submission. For what is at stake, they will fight, and to the death.” 

Pridak’s voice was a sharpened sword wrapped in soft reeds. “Yes. Remember what is at stake, 
all of you. This is not some petty raid on another realm. These are the sites of true power. When they 
fall, Mata Nui himself falls... and the universe will answer to us.” 

Further conversation was interrupted by the sounds of screaming and yelling from outside the 
fortress, punctuated by the harsh noises of weapon striking weapon. Carapar rushed to the window. He 
took a quick glance at the scene below and said: “I think the answer came early.” 

Pridak and the others joined him to view a shocking scene. A massive army had suddenly appeared 
from the north and slammed into the legions. The attackers were Toa, Exo-Toa machines, Rahkshi, and 
Rahi beasts, an invading force tens of thousands strong. Unprepared to mount a defense, the Barraki’s 
legions were falling like stone walls before a Kikanalo stampede. But that wasn’t what filled the Barraki 
with a sense of dread. No, that came from the sight of the banner the invaders carried overhead. 

It was the symbol of the Brotherhood of Makuta. 

There was no time to wonder how the Brotherhood had learned of their plans, or why those 
defenders of Mata Nui and the Matoran had chosen to leave their bases and attack. The Barraki rushed 
out to take command of their legions and try to organize some kind of defense. Each knew that those 
captured by the Brotherhood, especially in an act of open rebellion against the Great Spirit, could expect 
no mercy. Death in battle was by far the better alternative. 
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The battle was over by nightfall. The Barraki’s troops were tough, good fighters, but they weren’t as well 
disciplined as the Brotherhood’s army. Taken by surprise and outmaneuvered, large numbers of them 
deserted or surrendered. But the leader of the victorious force did not care about them. He wanted their 
leaders. 

The Barraki fought to the last but were finally overpowered. They were brought in chains to the 
front of their ranks. Then, for the first time, they saw their conqueror. It was the Makuta who guarded 
Metru Nui and its surrounding area. His power and genius were known throughout the universe. A lesser 
being would never have been placed in charge of so vital a region. 

Makuta looked at the Barraki with cold, crimson eyes, as if they were insects he was looking 
forward to crushing. They, in turn, looked right back at him, even Ehlek. After all, they were not some 
petty criminals who quaked at the sight of a Toa or even a Brotherhood member. They were rulers. They 
were warriors. And they were Barraki. 

“Your rebellion is over,” Makuta said. “Your misguided attempt to overthrow the Great Spirit is 
now history... as are you.” 

Makuta walked down the line of prisoners and stopped at Pridak. “These others | am not familiar 
with, but you... you | know. Why?” 

“| served the Brotherhood in days long past,” Pridak answered, not at all intimidated by Makuta’s 
presence. “п fact, it was the Brotherhood who gave me my first command. Oh, it was a small territory, 
barely worth controlling. But | have since moved on to bigger things.” 

“So | see,” Makuta murmured under his breath. 

“What will happen to us now?” asked Takadox. “You know, our armies could be of use to you, 
great Makuta. Combined with the might of yours, Mata Nui could not hope to —” 

Makuta took two steps forward and struck Takadox, hard, with an armored hand. The Barraki 
went sprawling in the dirt. “Your every word condemns you,” said Makuta, rage contorting his features. 
“There is only one possible fate for such traitors.” 

The automated Exo-Toa armored suits took aim with their weapons. Those few Toa who were 
nearby raised their voices in protest. Makuta ignored them. But before he could give the order to fire, a 
new element entered the picture. 

A lone figure was approaching, tall, powerful, with a face so hideous it would give nightmares to 
a Visorak. Even Makuta seemed taken aback by the newcomer. 

“| am Botar,” the figure said. “The Pit calls, and | have come.” 

“What?” asked Makuta. “Who summoned you? What business do you have here?” 

“The business of punishment,” Botar replied, “although to call it an art would not be far wrong.” 

“You have no rights here,” Makuta snarled. “Begone.” 

Botar smiled, a monstrous grin. “Where there are wrongs, Makuta... | have rights. Stand aside.” 

“ will not! These are my prisoners.” 

Botar continued to smile, but his voice grew dark and filled with menace. “Stand aside or share 
their fate.” 

The nightmarish figure gestured toward the Barraki. A ring of energy appeared around them, 
tendrils of power connecting to Botar. Before Makuta could act, all seven — the six Barraki and Botar — 
had faded away. All that was left behind was the echo of the Barraki’s screams. 


In the months to come, the Barraki’s legions and their empires were broken up. Some of their troops 
were sent back to their home islands for imprisonment, others were taken by the Brotherhood as slave 
laborers. The Barraki’s fortresses were torn down and the stones ground to powder. The names of the 
warlords were expunged from every chronicle, with the exception of the Brotherhood’s role of victory. 

The fate of the six traitors remained a mystery, even to Makuta. Sometimes, in the dark night, he 
would remember the look in Pridak’s cold, dead eyes, and some part of him would hope the Barraki were 
dead. Along with that wish would come other thoughts, ones that would occupy his mind more and more 
as time passed. 


The Barraki believed Mata Nui could be overthrown and replaced. Of course, it could never be done by 
the likes of them, Makuta said to himself. But who is to say it could never be done at all? 

And somewhere in the endless darkness of the Pit, the Barraki waited, and brooded, and longed 
for the day they would take revenge... 
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Now... 

Reysa stood impatiently at the edge of the fields of air, waiting for his herd of hydruka to finish 
their work. The Onu-Matoran knew that the creatures could not be rushed. Although tame, they were 
still highly temperamental. If they chose to be stubborn and not harvest the airweed, he would have a lot 
of explaining to do when he got back to the city. 

Still, he wished they would hurry up. Looking like a cross between a crab and a scorpion, they 
moved slowly through the field, gathering the weeds опе at a time. It wasn’t particularly difficult work — а 
Matoran could do it, easily — but only the hydruka could tell which weeds contained precious air and which 
did not. For Reysa and the other Matoran who lived in the underwater city of Mahri Nui, air was the most 
valuable commodity imaginable. 

Reysa swam a little closer to the field, trying his best not to spook the hydruka. Like all Onu- 
Matoran, his eyes were well suited to operating in a low-light environment. There were few places darker 
than the outskirts of Mahri Nui. The only one Reysa could name was the watery region just below the 
city. The darkness there might as well have been a reflection of the hearts of its inhabitants. 

That thought made him swim closer to the hydruka and wave his arms to urge them on. He had 
foolishly lost track of how long they had been at work. If the safe hour was almost over — or worse, had 
already passed — every moment he spent this far from the city put his life at risk. 

There might be something down below right now, watching me, he thought. | know they watch, with 
those cold, milky eyes. | know what’s happened to those who didn’t make it back before safe hour ended... or ! 
can guess. 

He looked around but could see nothing out of the ordinary. Just the vast underwater world and 
a few schools of fish swimming idly by... not even any marine predators around. That was good. It meant 
there might still be time left in the hour. If the hydruka would just hurry up... 

Come on! he shouted in his mind. What’s taking so long? If they weren’t simply Rahi, | would think they 
take some pleasure out of making me worry like this. 

He heard a sharp noise from below and to his left. It stood out from the constant cacophony of 
sounds that filled the undersea realm, for it sounded like metal scraping against rock. Reysa wondered if 
it might be some piece of equipment that had drifted away from the city and become lodged in the rocks 
below. Maybe it would be something worth recovering. 

Mahri Nui and the fields of air rested on a large, mountainous slab of rock that looked like an 
upside-down triangle. The base of the triangle was at the top and was where the city was located. The 
point of the triangle was at the bottom, wedged between some massive, curved bars of rock. If it weren’t, 
or if it ever became dislodged, Mahri Nui’s chunk of solid ground would tumble end over end to the very 
bottom of the ocean, taking all of the Matoran with it. 

Reysa began to swim toward the edge of the undersea island. When he was almost there, he 
stopped. What ат І doing? he said to himself. I’ve heard enough tales of ‘quick peeks’ over the side that led to 


disaster. Whatever is scraping against the rocks can just stay there, as far as I’m concerned. | just want to get 
these hydruka and their harvest back to the city. 

He turned away from the precipice, normally a good thing. After all, if beyond the edge lies danger, 
reversing your course and moving away from it would keep one safe. Except, of course, that it makes it 
impossible to see what might be coming after you from behind. 

That was why Reysa was so surprised to feel a tentacle wrapping around his chest. It began to pull 
him back toward the edge as if he were no more than an errant piece of airweed. He swam, he kicked, 
he struggled, but all he accomplished was to panic the hydruka. 

Reysa was over the edge now, with nothing but black water below him. He beat on the tentacle 
with his fists, then kicked backward. His foot struck something solid — it had to be the body of the creature! 

He looked over his shoulder, hoping to at least have the satisfaction of knowing what was dragging 
him off to his doom. He looked, and he saw, and then he discovered a basic fact of life (and death): The 
problem with being underwater is that you can’t scream. 


Defilak walked silently into the Matoran Council chamber. Located deep inside the Mahri Nui fortress, it 
was the largest single room in the entire settlement. The huge, domed ceiling featured crystal skylights 
lined with lightstones whose gleam reflected off the water all around. The walls of the chamber were lined 
with “Mata Nui’s gifts” — tools and artifacts that drifted down through the ocean to Mahri Nui every 
month, from no one knew where. Those items that could be put to use were given to the Matoran most 
in need, and the rest were brought here to be mounted. 

But what truly gave the chamber its air of solemnity and importance was its purpose. Here every 
Matoran citizen would gather once a month to discuss any issues that threatened the safety of the city. 
Plans were made, decisions arrived at, and hopefully everyone left knowing exactly what the city needed 
them to do. This was essential to survival in a hostile environment. Leadership of the Council was rotated 
among the citizens, and this month Defilak was in charge. 

He took his place on the raised platform and looked out over the assembled Matoran. His friend 
Gar smiled and nodded encouragement. Defilak was many things — an inventor, a scholar — but a public 
speaker he was not, and he dreaded the experience. 

“Um... fellow Matoran... um,” he began. “This talk-meeting will, uh, come to order, please.” 

The Matoran crowd continued to talk among themselves, few even noticing that Defilak was 
standing there. 

Defilak tried again. “Hello? Could you all stop the chatter-noise, please, so we can get started?” 

The murmur died down a little bit, but not by much. Most of the citizens were still deep in their 
own private conversations with their neighbors. 

Okay, | tried it the nice way twice, Defilak said to himself. Now I do it my way. 

He slammed his sword down hard on the table, and yelled, “Shut up!” 

The crowd quieted instantly and turned to face him, looking shocked. Matoran Council meetings 
didn’t usually start this way, although they occasionally ended with a lot of yelling and now and then a fight. 

“That’s better,” said Defilak. “Does anyone have any word-news to bring before the Council?” 

One Po-Matoran rose. “I do. Two of my friends disappeared today. One was taken from the fields 
of air, and one tried to reach the world above and never came back... that makes five who have vanished 
in the last two weeks. What are we doing about it?” 

Defilak paused before answering. Working in the fields of air was always treacherous because it 
exposed Matoran to whatever lurked outside the city. But he had thought the residents had enough sense 
by now not to try to head for the surface. Even if they didn’t run out of air, the change in pressure would 
kill them. 

Finally, he said, “Gar? What’s the status of our defenses?” 

“Тһе razorcrabs are dispersed all along the borders of the city,” Gar replied. “Тһе thornplants 
are intact. Sea creatures have made probing attacks at a few of the outlying shelters, but we drove them 
back. No organized assaults on the city in two months now.” 


“Then why can’t we travel outside the city in safety?” one Matoran in the crowd demanded. 

“That’s right!” said another. “We know something is out there, hunting us, killing us, trying to 
seize and destroy our city. And all we’ve done is hide in our shelters and hope they go away! Why don’t 
we fight?” 

A Ta-Matoran rose to speak. “I wish we could fight and bring down our enemies. But how do we 
find them? They might be anywhere in the black sea below us, a region they know and we don’t. There 
might be a dozen of them or a hundred. What have any of us ever seen? A tentacle? A claw? Sea life that 
might be acting like an organized army, or might not? | will be the first to volunteer to fight for Mahri Nui, 
but first, show me what to fight!” 

Defilak gazed up through the skylight windows. The slight blurring of the lightstones’ glow showed 
where a thin bubble of air surrounded the building. That bubble, so vital and so fragile, symbolized Matoran 
life in Mahri Nui. They were hanging on here, just barely, never knowing when the next attack might come 
or if the fields of air might suddenly turn barren. Just as they did in the safe hour, every Matoran spent his 
life waiting for the moment that Mahri Nui’s time would run out. 

It had not always been this way, he was certain. Just about all of the Matoran had some fragmentary 
memories of a life on the surface. Some of the memories were pleasant ones, others disturbing and 
frightening. Regardless, on the rare occasion someone was able to string together a coherent recollection, 
it was treated as a major event. 

But his job was to focus on the here and now. Mahri Nui was under the sea and beset by enemies, 
whose identity and purpose were still unknown even after centuries of warfare. The Matoran could remain 
“secure” inside their air bubble-protected shelters and wait for the enemy’s next move. Or they could go 
out and find the one weapon that might help them: knowledge. 

Defilak rapped his sword three times on the table, indicating it was time for a vote. “1 propose a 
scout-expedition into the black water, to be led by me,” he said. “We will quick-learn whatever we can 
about what’s down there and then return. | call for a vote.” 

Those who supported the measure raised their right hands, those who opposed raised their left. 
Defilak’s proposal passed, though by a closer vote than he had expected. It seemed many of the citizens 
preferred staying quiet and not antagonizing whatever lurked beyond the city. 

“Done,” said Defilak. “| need volunteers. We will leave as quick-soon as possible.” 

“Wait a minute,” said Gar. “How do we get down there?” 

Defilak smiled. “Oh, | think | can help with that.” 


Kyrehx, a Ga-Matoran sentry, stood on guard on the borders of the city. A single step would take her 
outside of the air bubble and into the ocean, where she would be prey to ocean currents and sea 
predators. Although a personal air bubble would allow her to breathe for a short time, it was doubtful 
she would survive outside for long. 

Not for the first time, she marveled at the way the air bubbles worked. Permeable enough to 
allow objects to pass through, they somehow managed to keep the sea out. Had Mahri Nui not crashed 
so near the fields of air, unleashing scores of small bubbles, no Matoran would ever have survived long 
enough to create bubbles around the buildings and pump the water out. 

Unfortunately, the bubbles had a finite existence. Unless reinforced, they would eventually begin 
to shrink and then disappear completely, allowing the sea to flood entire buildings. It was only the air 
harvested from the fields by the hydruka and fed into the bubbles that allowed Mahri Nui to remain intact 
and habitable. 

Something caught Kyrehx’s eye. An object was floating down toward the city. Gifts from the Great 
Spirit Mata Nui were not due for some days, so she assumed it was just a piece of debris. That assumption 
was weakened when she noticed the glow around the artifact. It vanished completely when she heard 
something call to her in her mind. 

Heedless of the danger, she propelled herself off the rocky surface and through the air bubble. 
The object was just seconds away from drifting down past the edge of the undersea island and disappearing 


into the black waters below. She swam faster than she ever had before and grabbed it, then turned and 
raced for the safety of the bubble. 

It was only when she was back at her post that she took the time to examine her find. The light 
that surrounded it was unearthly, somehow both frightening and calming at the same time. Energy surged 
from it, so that she felt as if she was struggling to hold on to an electric eel. 

Kyrehx’s eyes widened. She was holding a Kanohi mask, one she had never seen before. It was no 
ordinary mask, she could tell that already, and she knew that she must bring it to the Council at once. 

What she could not know, as she rushed for the Council chamber, was that she was carrying the 
legendary Kanohi Mask of Life. Nor could she comprehend that its arrival would herald the beginning of 
the end for Mahri Nui. 


The dull, white eyes of a Rahi squid narrowed at the sight of the Ga-Matoran sentry passing through the 
bubble into the ocean. It was hungry for life energy and here was a Matoran offering herself up as a meal. 
It started to propel itself through the water, ready to strike. 

Then the squid stopped. The Matoran had grabbed something drifting in the water. Even with its 
limited intelligence, and at a great distance, the creature could sense power. This was something that 
would need to be reported to its master. 

It darted down into the black water, heading for the deepest parts of the Pit. 


“You have to be joking,” said Gar, shaking his head. 

“| hope not, cause you’re not happy-laughing,” Defilak replied. “My jokes are usually better than 
that.” 

“When did you get permission to build this thing?” 

“Remember, about a year ago, that Po-Matoran was running the Council — | don’t easy-remember 
his name. You know, the one who was always cracking rocks between his fingers? Anyway, everyone 
knows Po-Matoran ever-hate the water and anything to do with it, but they’re nuts about geology. Give 
them a boulder to chop-carve and they’re happy as hydruka on an air spree.” 

“15 there a point buried here somewhere?” asked Gar. 

“Well, | told him | could build something that would let him go search for rocks to his heartlight’s 
content, without ever having to get his feet wet. And here it is!” 

Defilak pointed to his creation with pride. It was a slim, completely enclosed undersea vehicle 
made from metallic protodermis and crystalline protodermis. He had obviously used the Takea shark as 
a model, for his design had the same general shape and fin structure. The cockpit was large enough to seat 
four, and two large windows afforded a view of the outside. A claw grabber was mounted on the front 
and two launchers were on either side, designed to fire prototype spheres of solid air. Short protodermis 
stakes were attached to a gear on the back. 

One of the volunteers, a Ta-Matoran named Sarda, looked over the craft. “I’ve never seen anything 
like it,” he said. “And | sort of hope | never will again. What does it do?” 

“It can go down into the black water, explore, and then rise back up to Mahri Nui. You turn a 
handle inside to make the gear go circle-round and make the ship move, and —” 

“Wait a minute,” said Gar. “What about the Matoran you built this for? Did he ever use it?” 

“Um, well, you see,” Defilak replied. “He kind of had second thoughts after he got a look at it. 
But | promise you it will work!” 

“So you've tested it?” 


“Мо.” 
“You’ve seen something similar work?” 
“Well... no.” 


“Then how сап you be so sure?” 
Defilak threw his shoulders back proudly and said, “I have enormous trust-faith in my own talent.” 
Gar frowned. “I think maybe I'll do something safer with my day, like hand-feed hungry sharks.” 


By the time safe hour came again, Defilak had managed to recruit one more crew member, a Ga-Matoran 
named Idris. Together they carried Defilak’s craft to the edge of a tidal pool within one of the smaller 
shelters. They gently placed it in the center of the pool and one by one climbed inside. The interior was 
cramped and the air smelled stale, but at least it was dry. 
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Once everyone was in place, Defilak pulled a lever. Water flooded into the empty space between 
the inner and outer hulls and the craft began to sink underwater. All four Matoran fought down a surge 
of fear. They were descending into the unknown in a vehicle they felt sure would not be able to withstand 
an attack by the enemy. But no one suggested turning back. 

While Gar turned the crank, Defilak maneuvered the craft through the narrow tunnel and into 
the open sea. They were perhaps a hundred feet below the edge of the fields of air, and still descending. 
No Matoran had ever willingly gone any deeper than this. 

The world viewed through the crystalline protodermis windows was wondrous. Lightstones 
mounted on the outside of the craft revealed schools of tiny fish darting about. Strange vegetation coiled 
around rocks, strands waving gently in the current. Creatures no Matoran had ever even imagined, let 
alone seen, swam near the craft, then backed off when they realized it was not just some new type of 
marine life. Іс was simultaneously stunningly beautiful and incredibly eerie, leaving the Matoran unsure of 
just how to react to what they saw. 

“How far down do you think we'll have to go?” asked Sarda. 

“No way to know,” said Defilak. “Maybe we will deep-dive all the way to the very bottom of the 
ocean.” 

“What if the stories are true?” asked Idris. “You know, the tales about evil beings haunting the 
seafloor, banished from the light for all time? No one knows if they’re dead or alive, and —” 

“And no one knows if you’re crazy or you just like scaring us all to death,” said Sarda. “They’re 
stories, just stories... and nothing in a story can hurt you. Right?” 

No one chose to answer. 


By the time Kyrehx made it to the Council chamber, no one was there. She thought furiously, Who would 
be the best being to tell about this mask? She was excited about what she had found but also a little fearful, 
and a growing part of her wanted nothing more than to hand it off to someone else. 

Then it hit her. One of her instructors on sea life had made a hobby of carving replicas of Kanohi 
masks out of stone. If anyone might know just what mask this was, it was he. Kyrehx tucked the mask 
under her arm and started for the school. 

She made it only a few feet before something snagged her foot. Looking down, she saw that a 
strand of seaweed growing from between two cracks in the rock had wound around her ankle. With a 
determined yank, she pulled free. 

Passing through the Council chamber’s air bubble, she began to swim toward her destination. It 
was slow going. The work crew whose job it was to keep swimways clear of vegetation had evidently not 
been very diligent, for the path was choked with greenery. She had to push it aside as she went, not easy 
when she had only one hand free. 

It only grew more difficult as she went on. The seaweed and ocean grass was up over her head 
now and she could barely see the city through the plant growth. Frustrated, she reached out and tore a 
stalk of ocean grass out of the ground. The action should have made her feel better, if only in a small way. 
Instead, she was struck dumb with fear when she heard the grass scream. 

Suddenly, the vegetation around her was moving. Weeds were reaching out to grab her arms and 
legs. Another patch of ocean grass was already shooting up from the spot vacated by the stalk she had 
torn up. Furiously, she hacked at the growth with her blades, trying to ignore the yells that greeted each 
blow. 

Then she saw a hand reaching for her. It was the armored hand of a Po-Matoran who was standing 
outside of the plant prison that caged her. She grabbed on and felt herself being pulled through the 
stubborn weeds. The plants pulled back, not wanting to relinquish their prize. But the strength of the Po- 
Matoran proved greater, and both Kyrehx and the Kanohi mask came flying out. 

The Po-Matoran pointed to the wildly growing plants, puzzled. She signaled to him that he should 
not think, just swim. It was good advice, for the plants were already reaching for her again. 


Together, the two Matoran raced for the nearest building. Once inside the structure’s air bubble, 
they ran inside the shelter and slammed the door behind them. 

“What in Mata Nui’s name is going on?” demanded the Po-Matoran. “And what’s that mask you’re 
carrying?” 

“I'm starting to think both questions might have the same answer,” Kyrehx answered. 

The Po-Matoran, a waterhunter named Dekar, reached out and took the mask. He was no expert 
on Kanohi, but he could tell this particular mask was very old. At first, he thought it remarkable that 
something so ancient could be not only intact, but undamaged. Before he could comment on that, though, 
he noticed the tiniest of hairline cracks along the top edge of the mask. 

“You didn’t put this on?” he asked. 

“No,” Kyrehx answered. “And even if | had, you know Matoran can’t use mask powers.” 

“Right. Of course we can’t,” he said, turning the mask over in his hands. “Where were you taking 
it?” 

“To the school — | thought they would want to — | thought it would be best if it was with someone 
of learning. Then the plants went crazy, the whole world went crazy, and —” 

Dekar walked to the window and looked out at the city. Kyrehx joined him. Everything looked 
normal. The plants she had fought her way through had receded and were back to their normal height. 
Nothing was trying to get at her. She breathed a long sigh of relief. 

“That was so weird,” Kyrehx said, smiling. “Must have been some plant virus or something.” 

“Must have been,” Dekar agreed. He held out the mask. “Here, this is yours. Take it where you 
need to.” 

Instinctively, the Ga-Matoran backed away. Suddenly, the last thing she wanted was to be 
anywhere near that mask. “Tell you what,” she said. “You take it. You saved my life, so you should get the 
glory of finding a new artifact. Really, it’s okay.” 

Dekar started to protest, but she was already out the door and swimming rapidly away. He 
watched her go, then looked back at the Kanohi. He couldn’t see any sense in her behavior. Then again, 
he had never understood Ga-Matoran very well anyway. 

He tucked the artifact in his pack. There would be time enough to take it to the school later on. 
He had hunting to do. 

After all, he reasoned, it’s just another mask. Not like one mask is going to change anything down here. 


The squid swam swiftly through an underwater cavern. It passed many of its species, most of them busy 
feeding on marine life unwise enough to come too close. Unlike some similar Rahi species, this type of 
squid did not have to rely on beaked mouths to feed. The suckers on their tentacles drained the life force 
from any being they touched. Their speed and ruthless efficiency made them creatures to be dreaded by 
even the great sharks. 

Feeding was the last thing on this creature’s mind right now, however. Its instinct led it right to 
the deepest part of the cave, where its master waited. 

Three eyes gleamed in the back of the cavern, but only two darted toward the squid as it entered. 
The master’s third eye had been ruined in battle years ago. This would normally have meant he was 
vulnerable to attacks from his blind side, and ina place like this, that would quickly spell death. Fortunately, 
the small tentacles on the back of his head acted as a sensory apparatus and made up for the loss of the 
eye. 

The master’s great tentacle reached out and brushed against the squid. In that instant, information 
was exchanged from being to being. All that the squid had seen now resided in its master’s memory as 
well. 

A mask of such great power that this beast could sense its energies from far away... a mask active even 
when not being worn, thought the tentacled cave dweller. It could not be — and then again, why not? Perhaps 
the universe has followed us all into the abyss. 
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He broke contact with the squid and dismissed it. What would need to be done could not be 
accomplished by mere Rahi. It was time to seek out the others. It was time to hunt again. 

Kalmah rose from his throne of bones and swam toward the cave mouth and the open sea beyond. 
After so many millennia in this place, salvation had arrived in the form of a Kanohi mask. And, like all 
sources of power, it would belong to those with the strength to seize it. 

The empire of the Barraki was about to live again. 
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“How do we know?” asked Sarda abruptly. 

“How do we know what?” Defilak replied. 

“How do we know there’s anything down here but fish? All we know is something has been 
attacking our people for centuries. What makes you think it’s down here in the black water?” 

“Well, this area has never been explored, for one thing.” 

Idris laughed softly. “You could say that about a lot of places, Defilak. The pillars of salt... the high 
mountains... most of the area around the city is still a mystery, you know.” 

“Not surprising,” said Defilak. “Remember the history. Some trouble-bad happened, and we and 
our city wound up beneath the sea. If the impact hadn’t disturbed the fields of air, setting free scores of 
small bubbles, we would all have suffocated. Then everyone started to quick-change... it was only staying 
inside the air bubbles that stopped that.” 

Gar remembered. Dozens and dozens of Matoran had died when Mahri Nui sank. They still didn’t 
know why the disaster had happened or even exactly where they had been before. But Defilak was right 
— if they had not discovered the products of the fields of air within moments after sinking, they would 
have died, or mutated, or maybe something worse. 

There’s something evil about these waters, he thought. It’s like the sea here is not just filled with living 
things but is а living thing itself... living, and hungry. 

The craft lurched to the left. Then it did so a second time, more violently, this time clearly from 
an impact. “Watch the rocks,” Gar said. 

“| am close-watching them!” snapped Defilak. “Were not hitting anything. Something’s hitting us!” 

“| saw it!” cried Idris. “Just for a second... something flashed by.” 

Gar pressed his mask against the crystalline windows of the cockpit. The placid schools of fish 
were gone. They knew by instinct when it was time to hide again because predators were on the prowl. 
It was by watching them that the Matoran of Mahri Nui had learned there was a safe hour. It began when 
the prey fish came out in great numbers, and ended when they fled back to their hiding places in reefs and 
between rocks. 

Now today’s safe hour was over. The hunters were back, and one of them was hunting the 
Matoran’s vehicle. 

“Sarda, quick-work that crank,” Defilak ordered. “We need more speed. Idris, hands on the lever. 
Be ready to throw it and send us back up.” 

Something struck the craft on the right side, then on the left. Then the impact came from behind, 
sending the fragile vehicle rocketing forward. After that, all the jarring came from the rear of the craft 
being struck, almost as if it was being shoved toward some unknown destination. 

“What’s doing this?” said Idris, panic in her voice. “Why doesn’t it show itself?” 

“They don’t want us to clear-see them,” said Defilak. “They’re trying to scare us.” 

“It’s working,” muttered Sarda. 

The impacts stopped. The four Matoran sat very still, listening for any sound, watching for any 
glimpse of their attacker through the crystal. Sarda started to speak, but Defilak raised a finger to his mask 
to order silence. Then he gestured for Sarda to stop turning the crank that kept the vessel moving forward. 

The craft began to slowly sink toward the bottom of the sea. Both Idris and Sarda looked at 
Defilak, wondering what he had in mind. The truth was that the Le-Matoran was not certain himself. He 
was gambling that perhaps whatever was stalking them relied on hearing more than sight, so a lack of 
sound might frustrate its pursuit. 

There was another impact, more severe than any before, this time on the bottom of the craft. 
Whatever was out there didn’t want them to go any lower. It was trying to nudge them back up. 

A silver scale flashed past the cockpit windows. The craft shook from another impact, then six, 
then ten, rocking it every which way. Now the attackers were visible, circling the vehicle, getting ready 
for the kill. 


They were Takea sharks, dozens of them, dead eyes fixed on the craft and sharp teeth ready to 
savage the metal to get at their prey. But what was really disturbing was the figure that hovered beyond 
them — the one with the Takea shark’s fin and features and dagger-like teeth... and two arms, and two 
legs, and weapons no marine Rahi could have forged. 

Defilak suddenly had the sickening feeling that they had found what they came down looking for. 
Now they just had to survive their success. 


For as many years as he could remember clearly, Dekar had loved to hunt. It was a chance to get away 
from the stifling confines of Mahri Nui and see a little bit of the watery world that surrounded the city. 
Although he was doing important work, bringing in prey fish and keeping predators away from the borders, 
this was also his private time. It was Dekar’s chance to be alone with his thoughts. 

Today his thoughts were centered on the Kanohi mask he carried in his pack. Where had it come 
from? What was its power? Was there really some connection between it and what had happened to that 
Ga-Matoran Kyrehx, as she seemed to suggest? Or had nature simply gone a little crazy for a while? 

Well, one thing he was certain of — he did not feel any different since taking the mask. No 
vegetation had reached out to grab him, and the fish were certainly not swimming for his net. She had 
probably just been on sentry duty for too long, or maybe she let her personal air bubble get a little too 
thin. 

A movement caught Dekar’s eye. He directed his lightstone toward the motion, revealing what 
looked like a ribbon of darkness in the water. It traveled in a strange, sidewinding manner characteristic 
of only one sea creature he knew of: a venom eel. 

Venom eels were distant relations of the lava eels that were usually found near volcanoes on the 
surface. But while lava eels’ most dangerous talent was increasing their outer temperature to metal-melting 
levels, venom eels relied on a quick-acting poison delivered through their sharp fangs. Unlike most sea 
creatures, they did not rely on their sense of smell but primarily on their eyesight and, to a lesser extent, 
their hearing. They were attracted to any bit of light or motion. 

The appearance of a venom eel in open water puzzled Dekar. The creatures generally remained 
camouflaged and waited for prey to come to them. To help themselves stay hidden, their metallic hide 
had no scales that might reflect a stray beam of light. Rather, it was solid black and covered in slime. 
Though certainly a threat to Matoran if annoyed or attacked, they rarely sought out Mahri Nui’s residents. 
This was good news, for their frightening appearance alone was enough to freeze most opponents. 

Fighting a venom eel was not something Dekar looked forward to. But allowing one to venture 
too close to the city would put other waterhunters and sentries at risk. He swam toward the creature, 
determined to drive it off. 

Right away, he knew something was wrong. The venom eel was even more aggressive than normal 
for its species. Twice it shot forward and tried to bite Dekar, narrowly missing both times. He thrust his 
spear at it, not really aiming to hurt but more to scare. The eel latched on to Dekar’s weapon with its 
jaws, trying to wrench it free from his grasp. 

This was deadly serious. Dekar now believed the venom eel was sick, mad, or maybe both. 
Allowing such a creature free rein so close to Mahri Nui would be disastrous. The venom eel would have 
to be killed for the safety of all. 

The eel turned, preparing to strike again, briefly exposing its flank. Dekar thrust with his spear, 
piercing the creature’s armor and reaching the soft tissue beneath. Convinced it was a fatal strike, he 
pulled the spear out and backed away from the creature. 

But the venom eel was not mortally wounded. Before Dekar’s eyes, the wound made by the spear 
instantly healed. 

Dekar tried again, and for a second time he managed to strike what should have been a final blow. 
Instead, the damage was erased in seconds. The Po-Matoran could practically see the creature’s muscle 
regenerating. 


20 


Dekar was a brave Matoran, one who had fought many sea Rahi over the centuries and valiantly 
defended his city. So, faced with a creature that apparently could not be killed, he could be forgiven if the 
impulse to flee overcame him. Dekar looked back only once as he swam for Mahri Nui, and what he saw 
made him race all the faster for a safe haven. 

It resembled a black cloud moving rapidly through the water, headed straight for the city. Viewed 
a little closer, it might seem like a huge patch of vegetation that had somehow come detached from the 
seafloor and now floated through the ocean. 

But the mass of writhing shapes was not made of smoke and dust, nor were the tendrils that 
slashed through the water with such purpose mere strands of seaweed. No, this bizarre sight was not 
some harmless underwater phenomenon. 

It was venom eels — thousands of them — massed for an attack on Mahri Nui. 


From her sentry post, Kyrehx saw them, too. She didn’t pause to wonder why or how the creatures were 
moving on the city. After what she had just been through, she wasn’t in the mood to question anything. 
She just grabbed the shell horn and blew into it, sounding the alarm signal. 

Matoran poured out of their homes and workplaces, already loading their launchers with spheres 
of solidified air. These were an invention of an eccentric Le-Matoran scientist inspired by the hydruka’s 
means of defense. He originally intended them as a means of transport (the idea being that Matoran could 
actually ride on the bubbles at a much faster rate than even a Ga-Matoran could swim). Unfortunately, in 
his first test of the system, he had ridden one of the spheres straight into the powerful arms of a Tarakava 
and was never seen again. The concept of solid air spheres for transportation was scrapped and the 
invention was turned into a weapon. 

The theory was simple. The air spheres were fired from a shoulder-mounted launcher. When 
they struck their target, they “shattered” and went back to being a gas. Though harmless against Matoran 
or other air-breathing species, the weapon was devastating to water breathers, for whom air was a toxic 
substance. 

As the city’s defenders took their places, Kyrehx moved to her assigned position. She had one of 
the most important jobs, helping to guard the hydruka pens. If those beasts were lost, the Matoran would 
have no reliable way to harvest the fields of air. 

A red hydruka skittered backward at her approach. “Relax, Thulox,” she said to the creature. 
“Everything will be all right. It’s just some Rahi who are headed in the wrong direction. Maybe an undersea 
storm confused them.” 

Even as she said the words, she realized they couldn’t be true. A storm powerful enough to drive 
that many venom eels out of their lairs would have devastated Mahri Nui already. Something else was at 
work here. 

She climbed onto some rocks overlooking the pens. In the distance, she could see the rest of her 
squad swimming to join her. They were waving and pointing, as if trying to tell her where they would take 
up position. She pointed to the left, indicating she would swing around to the far side of the rocks where 
she could better defend the outer fields. 

She realized too late that her friends were not signaling her about strategy. They were trying to 
warn her about something looming behind her. Suddenly a huge claw snapped shut around her and she 
was being dragged through the water toward Mahri Rock. She kicked and flailed, but it did no good. 
Whatever had her was not letting go. By the time the rest of her squad reached the fields of air, she was 
nowhere to be seen. 


Carapar glanced at the squirming Ga-Matoran in his grasp. It seemed hard to believe that such a weak 
little thing might have had her hands on any object powerful enough to matter. But Kalmah had sworn 
this one was seen with the mask, and if she didn’t have it, she would know where it was. 

It was Carapar’s job to find out what she knew. And if she didn’t survive the experience... well, 
the sea was a harsh place, after all. 
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The sound of tearing metal signaled the beginning of the end. It was followed by the sight of water 
gushing into the small craft from a gap in the side. The Takea sharks were no longer content just to 
pummel the Matoran’s vehicle — now they were trying to devour it. 

Defilak didn’t hesitate. “Idris, throw that lever!” 

The sharks struck again, this time ripping huge holes in the craft’s hull. Idris pulled the lever that 
should have sent the vehicle shooting back up toward Mahri Nui. An explosion of air sent the water 
hurtling out of the space between the inner and outer hull, but there was already so much water leaking 
in that the craft couldn’t rise. In fact, it was doing the opposite. 

“We're sinking!” Gar shouted. 

“We’re snacks,” Sarda replied, pointing to the Takea sharks. 

“Get ready to fast-swim,” said Defilak. “Make sure your launchers are loaded. If you make it back 
to the city, let them know what we found. There’s something dark-strange about all this.” 

“We won't stand a chance!” Sarda answered. “Those Takea sharks will rip us to pieces in 
seconds!” 

As if in agreement, the sharks tore more holes in the sides of the craft. The Matoran were now 
hip-deep in water and it was rising fast. Defilak didn’t bother answering Sarda, because the Ta-Matoran 
was right. None of them was going to make it out of this. But sharks didn’t accept surrenders, so they 
were going to have to try. 

Another attack tore open a gap big enough for a Matoran to slip through. “Go!” Defilak shouted. 
The four shot out of the hole and into a sea teeming with Takea sharks. Expecting at any moment to feel 
jaws clamping on their legs, they swam furiously up toward the city. 

Amazingly, the sharks did not attack. Instead, they moved aside, creating a path for the Matoran. 
The swimmers made it a few yards unscathed. They almost started to hope that they might make it to 
Mahri Nui after all. 

Then the hunters of the sea closed in. Defilak looked around to see that he and his friends were 
surrounded. Still, none of the sharks were attacking. It seemed as if they just wanted to cut off the 
Matoran’s flight. 

Defilak glanced below. The craft had been fatally breached. As he watched, it sank down into the 
black water and was gone from sight. 

The ring of sharks tightened. Then the creatures formed a line and began to herd the Matoran 
down into the depths. And all the while, the strange shark-like being watched, predatory eyes fixed on his 
captives. 


The four Matoran were taken to an undersea cave and forced inside a small bubble of air. The school of 
sharks then withdrew, although a few remained visible swimming back and forth in front of the cave mouth. 
Only the shark-like being stayed in the cave with the Matoran. He looked them over one by one. Defilak 
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wasn’t sure if he was sizing them up as foes or as possible future meals. Then again, maybe it’s both, the 
Matoran thought. 

Then, to the Matoran’s shock, the strange creature spoke. “| ат Pridak,” he said. “I bid you 
welcome to my domain.” 

“You have an ever-odd way of sending an invitation,” Defilak answered. 

Pridak smiled, revealing rows of vicious teeth. “You invaded my world, Matoran. By right, | could 
have had you killed. Instead, | offer you my hospitality.” When the Matoran did not respond, he added, 
“The proper words are ‘thank you.” 

“Does your hospitality usually include tearing watercraft to bits?” Defilak snapped. 

“My pets get enthusiastic,” Pridak replied coldly. “Beware, Matoran, or you may find out firsthand 
just how enthusiastic they can be.” 

“Enough,” said Defilak. “You must want something, Рпдак. Why not tell us what it 15? We went 
below seeking peace, not war.” 

“Peace?” Pridak spat. “You and your kind are weaker than even | believed. But very well — as you 
have no doubt noticed, the air in your bubble is growing thinner by the moment, so we will waste no 
more time. | want the mask. It wasn’t in your absurd craft. Where is it?” 

The four Matoran looked at each other, confused. Then Sarda said, “We don’t know what you’re 
talking about. What mask?” 

Pridak moved with impossible speed. Before the Matoran could even think of resistance, he 
reached in and yanked Sarda out of the bubble. Then he swam a few yards toward the cave mouth and 
hurled the protesting Matoran out of the cave and into the open ocean. Defilak could see the Takea sharks 
reacting to the new presence in their midst. The whole incident had happened in a matter of seconds. 

“Will he live?” Pridak asked. “Will he die? Do | care? Not at all. But you do, Matoran. You have 
one minute to tell me what | want to know. Then the Ga-Matoran joins her friend.” 


Not far away, another Ga-Matoran had troubles of her own. 

Kyrehx had been brought to a sea cave, but there was no air bubble waiting there for her. Worse, 
her personal supply of air was rapidly dwindling. The crab-like being, who said his name was Carapar, 
dragged her down a long tunnel that looked as if it might once have belonged to undersea worms. At the 
other end of it waited another strange creature. 

At first, Kyrehx thought the bizarre being might be dead. He sat motionless in the cave, red eyes 
staring straight ahead, looking for all the world like he had never moved in the last year. In comparison to 
Carapar, he seemed physically weak, but there was a sense of menace about him that sent a chill through 
the Ga-Matoran. 

Suddenly, he moved. The action startled Kyrehx and she screamed — and immediately regretted 
it, for it used up more of her air. The creature in the cave regarded her as he would a not very appetizing 
meal. Then he glanced at the crablike being who had brought her here. 

“Very well, Carapar, you are finished.” 

Carapar shook his head, as if he were awakening from a nap. He looked around the cave in 
confusion. Then his eyes settled on the cavern’s resident and comprehension dawned on his features. 

“Takadox!” he bellowed. “I thought | told you not to do that anymore! | ought to feed you to the 
keras crabs and be done with it!” 

Takadox smiled. “Calm yourself, Carapar. You don’t want to get so excited.” 

“Calm... myself,” Carapar repeated, slowly. “I don’t want to... don’t... по!” The crab being threw 
up one of his claws to block his eyes. “Мос again, Takadox. | won’t warn you again.” 

The hideous creature laughed at Carapar’s discomfort. Then he turned his attention to Kyrehx. 
“Little Matoran, lost and alone,” he crooned softly. “So far away from home. But we will be your friends 
now, Сагараг and 1.” 

Kyrehx felt Takadox’s eyes boring into hers. She was terrified initially, but then the fear eased. 
What he was saying made sense. She was lost and she had no idea how to get back to Mahri Nui... Wasn’t 
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she lucky she had landed among such good friends? She felt warm and open, as if she had known Takadox 
and Carapar all her life. 

“Friends have no secrets from each other, do they?” Takadox continued, half speaking and half 
singing. “You wouldn’t want to keep any secrets from us, would you?” 

“No...” Kyrehx replied, and it was true. She couldn’t even conceive of hiding anything from her 
two good friends. 

Takadox glanced at Carapar. “You see? It’s so much more effective than your bludgeoning 
approach to things. As soon as she looked into my eyes, the poor Matoran was lost. Now she will tell us 
whatever she knows.” 

Carapar looked at the Ga-Matoran. Yes, she was in a trance, similar to the ones he had seen 
Takadox induce in so many others. Millennia before, Takadox had boasted of having the most loyal of all 
the six armies, for each and every one of his soldiers had been hypnotized into complete obedience. He 
was right; it was an effective tool for interrogation. But the idea still made Carapar a little sick. “Just get 
on with it,” he muttered. 

Takadox nodded and turned back to Kyrehx. “Now, little one, why don’t you tell us all about that 
mask you found?” 

In halting tones, the Ga-Matoran related everything that had happened since she had spotted the 
mask floating in the water. Takadox made her go back and describe how it looked in great detail. When 
she was done, he gave a low whistle. 

“Then the legends are true,” he said, in a voice so soft Carapar had to strain to hear. “There is a 
Mask of Life. It’s the key to our prison — and all that stands between us and freedom is а band of puny 
little Matoran.” 

Takadox turned to his partner, who by reflex covered his eyes. “As much as it may grieve me to 
admit this, the others have to know what we have learned. We began this journey together, and we must 
end it the same way.” 

“Why?” asked Carapar. There was no sarcasm or bitterness in his voice. It was just a simple 
question from a being that excelled at them. And Takadox, for the life of him, could not think of a good 
answer, so he chose to ignore the question. 

“Gather the others. We must make contact with the Matoran and convince them to give us the 
mask.” 

Carapar chuckled, a sound like fish bones being ground between shark teeth. “А little late for that 
— Ehlek and his venom eels are ‘making contact’ right now. Before another safe hour rolls around, there 
won't be anything left alive іп that city.” 

“No!” Takadox shouted, actually rising to his feet for the first time in ages. “The mask will be 
lost... or worse! Go to the city now, Carapar, and stop his ridiculous attack before he ruins everything!” 

“Pridak won't like that,” Carapar replied. “You know how ‘the shark’ feels about Matoran.” 

“Let me deal with Pridak,” said Takadox. “You do what | asked.” 

The crab being gestured toward the still entranced Ga-Matoran. “What about her?” 

An expression of contempt flitted across Takadox’s features, giving Carapar hope that an exquisite 
death would be in the Matoran’s future. Then Takadox surprised him by saying, “Take her back to her 
city and set her free.” 

“What?” Carapar shouted. “Have you gone soft-shelled?” 

“Do you remember that small island on the western edge of your realm? The one that held out 
the longest against your armies?” 

“Sure. What about it?” 

“How did you finally conquer it?” 

Carapar thought back. There had been so many conquests over the centuries, it was hard to keep 
them straight. “I... let me think... yes, | offered peace negotiations and presented them with a bounty of 
food as a gesture of friendship.” 


“And the food was tainted, wasn’t it? The whole population was sick within hours and able to 
offer no resistance, isn’t that so?” 

Carapar smiled broadly. Yes, that had been a glorious victory, although the condition of the enemy 
did cut way down on the joyful sound of screaming. 

“Then you see my point,” Takadox finished. “Sometimes, the most effective first blow in a battle 
comes wrapped as a gift.” 


The Ta-Matoran named Sarda had no doubt he was living his last moments. He and his friends had been 
captured by Pridak, leader of the Barraki, and imprisoned in a sea cave. When Pridak grew angry at their 
refusal to give him information, he grabbed Sarda and hurled him out of the cave, right into the middle of 
a school of hungry Takea sharks. 

Sarda had no doubt what was going to happen next. He wouldn’t be able to hold off a hoard of 
sharks for more than a couple moments. He hoped the end would at least be quick. 

Something darted toward him — but it wasn’t a Takea shark. It was a masked figure on a mechanical 
sea sled, wielding a sword. In a flash, the newcomer had slammed into the center of the school, scattering 
the sharks. Before they could reform, a waterspout pulled them in and whirled them far from the site. 

Stunned, Sarda watched his rescuer approach. Was there something familiar about him? Sarda 
wasn’t sure. But it certainly seemed like the stranger knew the Matoran. 

“Sarda?” һе said. “Is it really you?” 

“Of course it’s me,” Sarda replied. “And right now, | have friends back in that cave that need 
rescuing. If you’re any good with that sword, | could use your help.” 

The newcomer looked at the cave mouth, then in the distance, where the sharks were already 
massing for an attack. Then he turned back to Sarda. “Somebody once told me that knowledge is a sharper 
weapon than a sword. Before | charge into a fight, | could use a little more of that.” 

Something about the stranger’s words sparked a memory in Sarda. He peered closely at the 
unexpected arrival. 

“Toa Lesovikk?” asked Sarda, almost afraid to hope he was right about the newcomer’s identity. 
“But... it can’t be... how could you be here?” 

The Toa flashed a sad smile. “Yes... | am Lesovikk, though no one has called me Toa in a long 
time. As for how | got here... it’s a long story, my friend.” 


Dekar was angrier than he had ever been. He had made it back to Mahri Nui barely ahead of his pursuers. 
The defenders had given him command of one of the largest air launchers. With perfect aim and amazing 
precision, he had fired air spheres at the approaching eels to drive them back — and it had done no good 
at all. 

Each time, the spheres struck on target. The air turned from solid to gas. The eels faltered as the 
substance, so toxic to them, took effect. Then they would seem to shake it off and keep on coming toward 
the city. Dekar had never seen anything like it before, but he was pretty certain he understood why it was 
happening. 

The mask, he thought grimly. | don’t know how or why, but it won’t let anything die. When | speared 
the eel, it healed the wound. When I try to poison them with air, it dispels the gas. Kyrehx was telling the truth — 
it must have been responsible for the plant growth, too. It’s the only answer that makes sense. 

There was only one thing to do. If he gave the mask to another Matoran, it would just transfer its 
power to its new owner — and maybe do something worse than it had up to now. No, passing the problem 
on to someone else would just be cowardice. 

Dekar took the Kanohi mask out of his pack. Sorry, whatever you are, but you’ve left me no choice, 
he thought. If | can’t get rid of you... Ill have to destroy you. 


“We... we destroyed it!” said Defilak. “There is no mask, not anymore.” 

Pridak did not loosen his grip on Idris, but he did not drag her out of the air bubble either. His 
dead eyes regarded Defilak carefully, looking for any sign of deception. But the Le-Matoran met his gaze, 
and the Onu-Matoran behind him was nodding his agreement. 

“Is this true?” Pridak growled at Idris. She was too frightened to even try to answer. 

“She doesn’t true-know,” said Defilak. “She wasn’t there. Gar and | decided.” 

Pridak let Idris go and swam toward where Defilak stood. “Why would you destroy anything that 
might help you survive down here?” he asked, suspicious. 

Defilak shrugged. “Help us survive, how? Matoran can’t use mask powers. We have extra masks 
if one of ours gets far-lost or broken. All we could do with another Kanohi is hang it up as a piece of art. 
We don’t have room in our city for anything that isn’t useful.” 

Pridak reached into the bubble and passed the edge of his weapon beneath Defilak’s chin. “Before 
you said you didn’t know of any mask... now you say you destroyed it. Why deny knowing of it if it was 
already gone? What are you hiding, little meal?” 

“We should tell you the business of Mahri Nui?” Defilak answered, defiantly. “You attack us, you 
imprison us — what right do you have to do any of this?” 

“What right?” Pridak replied, his tone as cold as the water he swam in. “The right of a ruler. The 
right of a conqueror. The right of a Barraki.” 

A memory suddenly exploded in Defilak’s mind. He saw himself on dry land, sitting at the feet of 
a Turaga. The Turaga was telling a story about six powerful beings called Barraki and how they dared the 
impossible... and paid the price for it. He could hear only brief snatches of what the Turaga was saying, 
but it was enough to tell him that this shark-thing in front of him could not be a Barraki. 

Before he could stop himself, Defilak said, “You’re a fraud. Barraki were not creatures of the 
water-depths. They were warlords of the surface world.” 

Pridak reached into the bubble and dragged Defilak out. Only the fact that his personal air bubble 
was still in existence, if razor thin, kept the Matoran from drowning immediately. “Come with me,” said 
Pridak. “| want to tell you a tale, morsel. | hate to see anyone die ignorant.” 


Pridak brought Defilak up to the top of the salt mountains that overlooked Mahri Nui. The Matoran’s eyes 
widened with shock at the sight of his friends fighting for their lives against an army of venom eels. Pridak 
laughed at his obvious concern. 

“They will be the lucky ones,” he said, gesturing toward the defenders. “They will be free of the 
Pit in the only way you can be, through nonexistence. And they will die in battle — glorious, all-consuming 
battle — a privilege not granted to the Barraki. No, we were condemned to a living death.” 

“You keep calling yourself by that name,” Defilak said. “But the Barraki were said to be titan- 
masters — rulers who dominated wherever they went and left lesser beings in awe. They weren’t... um...” 
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Pridak brought his face up close to Defilak’s mask and hissed, “Say it! Go on, morsel, say what 
you are thinking. The Barraki were not monstrous creatures of the sea, skulking in caves or lurking in the 
black water out of sight of ‘civilized’ Matoran.” 

Defilak didn’t answer, preferring to go on living for at least another minute. Pridak slowly backed 
away, his rage subsiding. The Barraki gestured toward the battle with a clawed hand and whispered, “Isn’t 
it glorious? The fighting... the shouting... the desperate struggle to survive...” 

“No,” said Defilak. “It’s horrible.” 

“Ah, well,” Pridak replied, shrugging. “As | always say, good taste is in the jaws of the devourer. 
But | promised you a tale before you died, didn’t 1? There was a time when | did not look as | do now, or 
have to subsist on the bottom feeders of this cursed sea. | was a conqueror, and undisputed leader of the 
League of the Six Kingdoms.” 

The name stirred another memory in Defilak’s mind. Yes, his Turaga had mentioned the League 
in the tales told around the night fires. Something about the alliance of rulers falling from its exalted 
position and coming to a very bad end... 

“We rose up against the Great Spirit Mata Nui,” Pridak said, sounding as if it had just happened 
yesterday. “And we were crushed for our efforts, our armies shattered, our realms no doubt ground to 
dust. Makuta would have taken our lives — the only decent thing he could do — had not the creature Botar 
intervened. He brought us to a place of darkness and misery, and there we stayed for thousands and 
thousands of years. 

Pridak snatched a passing fish out of the water. He eyed it as if it were a potential meal. Then, 
dissatisfied with its size, he threw it to some Takea sharks that were circling overhead. “We survived, and 
we planned,” he said. “And we learned to hate with an all-consuming fury — hate Mata Nui, hate Makuta, 
hate everything that could walk on dry land and breathe the air, as we no longer could.” 

The sharks had devoured the fish and now moved on in search of other prey. They split up, 
herding smaller fish into a tight ball before mounting their ferocious, and very successful, attack. The sight 
chilled Defilak. 

“Then came our deliverance,” Pridak continued. “A great earthquake shook our world. The walls 
of our prison ruptured and we were able to swim out into the black water. And there we... changed... 
into what you see before you, and worse. Working together, the six of us built a realm here, a first 
stepping-stone toward greater conquests. Then your city, Matoran, came crashing down through the 
water and obliterated all that we had created. Fate, it seemed, had struck at us again.” 

Defilak shook his head, just trying to take it all in. The sinking of Mahri Nui had been so traumatic 
that none of the Matoran had a very clear memory of it. Certainly they had never realized that their city 
had destroyed another. He could well understand why that must have seemed to the Barraki like the 
wrath of the Great Spirit unleashed. 

“And now this mask,” said Pridak, slowly. “It is a new element. Perhaps it is the weapon we have 
waited for. You can tell me where it is — or you can spend the last moments of your life watching your 
people and your city die.” 

Defilak looked from Pridak to Mahri Nui. Then he made his decision. “All right. Pll give you the 
mask,” the Matoran lied. “But | can’t quick-tell you where it is - l'Il have to show you.” 


Carapar swam toward Mahri Nui, Kyrehx in tow. The Ga-Matoran’s air bubble was almost gone and her 
breathing was shallow. In a few more moments, she would be dead from suffocation and of no use as a 
“gift” to the Matoran. With this in mind, Carapar brought her to the edge of a field of airweed, taking care 
to stay far away from the plants himself. Like the other creatures of the Pit, air was toxic to him. 

Kyrehx groped through the plants until she disturbed one enough that it unleashed a bubble of 
air. She thrust her head inside it and took a long breath. Then she turned to Carapar, puzzled. “Why did 
you save те?” 

“Cause if | kill you, | have to explain it to Takadox,” the Barraki answered. “And | hate explaining 
things to Takadox.” 


Carapar dragged her back out of the field. Pointing toward the city, he said, “Go home, while it’s 
still there. Make your peace with Mahri Nui. You and yours are about to be swept away with the tide.” 

Kyrehx couldn’t respond without exhaling, so she turned and swam as fast as she could for Mahri 
Nui. Carapar watched her go. Then he looked up and spotted his fellow Barraki, Ehlek, swimming amidst 
a swarm of venom eels. He moved to intercept. 
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Kalmah moved slowly through the water, his two good eyes searching the dark brown sands for any sign 
of life. He had no doubt the being he sought was hidden somewhere beneath the soil, but just where was 
a mystery. Caution was essential, too, for the appetite of his target was legendary and anything passing 
overhead was fair game. 

He paused. Was that a pair of gems glittering in the seabed? And were those the bones of some 
long-dead creature sticking out of the sand nearby? No, he realized. Those were the eyes and head spikes 
of Mantax as he waited, buried in the earth, for his next meal to pass by. 

Kalmah decided the indirect approach was best. He had no desire to wind up with some part of 
his anatomy trapped in Mantax’s pincer. He sent his long tentacle snaking into the sand until it was close 
to his fellow Barraki. Then Kalmah swiftly wrapped it around Mantax’s waist and yanked the surprised 
creature out of his hiding place. 

“What are you doing?” Mantax demanded, clearly uncomfortable with being exposed. “There 
might have been food coming!” 

“All right. FII just tell Pridak that you are too busy dining to join us,” Kalmah answered. “Maybe 
he will send Carapar to come get you.” 

Mantax stiffened. He was more than willing to challenge Pridak or anything else under the sea, but 
his occasional clashes with Carapar had not ended well. Carapar had two pincers to his one, and a longer 
reach on top of that. 

“Very well,” Mantax grumbled. “The first time | followed Pridak, | got condemned to the Pit. The 
second time, my dwelling got crushed by a Matoran city. How will he destroy my life this time, | wonder?” 

“Not destroy,” Kalmah said, gesturing with his tentacle toward the sea caves beyond. “Far from 
it, in fact. Look.” 

Mantax wrestled free of Kalmah’s grip and focused his attention on the caves. A lone Po-Matoran 
was swimming toward one of the natural shelters, a Kanohi mask in his hands. Intrigued, the two Barraki 
took off in pursuit. 


Dekar had a plan. First, he would get this mask as far from the city as he safely could, so that there was 
no chance another Matoran would stumble on him and take it. Once he was in one of the caves, he would 
smash the mask to pieces. Mahri Nui would be better off without something so dangerous and 
unpredictable. 

He looked over his shoulder to see if any of the other Matoran had followed him. That was when 
he spotted Mantax and Kalmah closing in. They obviously weren’t swimming over to ask directions. Dekar 
began kicking furiously in an effort to put some distance between him and the sea creatures. 

He had managed to gain perhaps a yard or two on them when his lungs began to burn. His air 
bubble was dangerously thin and about to be extinguished, and he was way too far from the nearest field 
of airweed to take refuge there. Dekar figured he would be able to hold his breath for two or three 
minutes, and then it would be over. 

Then his eyes alighted on something very curious. A small air bubble was emerging from a crack 
in the Kanohi mask he held. It drifted toward Dekar and merged with his bubble. Another and another 
followed, slowly but surely strengthening the cone of air around the Matoran. If һе’ had the time, Dekar 
would have pondered just how miraculous an event this was — a mask that could create air! - but the 
strange sea creatures were drawing closer again. 

Dekar ducked into a cave. He had perhaps a few seconds before his pursuers found him. The air 
from the mask had bought him time and made him realize how valuable the Kanohi could be to his people. 
But he was also smart enough to know he would never be able to keep it from the monsters that were 
chasing him. Even if he hid it, they would find it. And if it could create air, what else might it do? What 
would it do in the wrong hands? 

Мо, Dekar thought, | have to stand firm. І have to destroy it before it’s too late. 

He put the Kanohi mask down on the cave floor, picked up a rock, and prepared to strike. With 
luck, one, maybe two, solid blows would be enough to shatter it. After all, it’s cracked already, he reasoned. 

Outside, Mantax and Kalmah reached the cave mouth. They spotted Dekar’s arm falling as it 
brought a rock down toward the mask. It was too late to stop the Matoran — even Kalmah’s tentacle 
would not reach that far. 

But what all present had forgotten, or did not know, was that this was no ordinary Kanohi mask. 
This was the Mask of Life. Forged over 100,000 years ago by the Great Beings who created the universe, 
it was set apart from every mask that had been or ever would be crafted. It could think, it could feel... 
and as both Matoran and Barraki learned to their shock, when threatened, it could strike back. 


As Toa Lesovikk began to share his tale with Sarda, neither was aware they were being watched with eyes 
that gleamed with madness... 

The being known as Karzahni had journeyed far to reach the watery depths of the Pit. His travels 
had begun in his own isolated, forbidding realm. There he had encountered six wandering Matoran and 
attempted to imprison them as he had so many others over the millennia. But these Matoran escaped him, 
though not before he learned from them about beings much more powerful than he — the Great Spirit 
Mata Nui and the evil Makuta. 

Mata Nui was asleep, he learned, and Makuta was presumed dead. That meant there was an 
opportunity for a brilliant, ruthless leader to seize power. He trailed the Matoran to an island named Voya 
Nui and watched them transform into more powerful figures called Toa. He witnessed their battles with 
thieves called Piraka over possession of the powerful Mask of Life. When the Toa journeyed down into 
the depths of the ocean, Karzahni followed, staying far enough behind that he was not noticed. 

Reaching the Pit, he had become disoriented as the black waters mutated him. He lost track of 
the Toa and wandered for some time before chancing on this strange Toa speaking with a Matoran. He 
didn’t know who this “Lesovikk” was, or why he was here — perhaps searching for the Mask of Life as 
well? But he had learned enough about Toa in the last few days to know they could be powerful enemies. 


Unlimbering one of his chains, he willed it to burst into flame. Whirling it above his head, he let it 
fly. Іс wrapped itself around the startled Lesovikk, who yelled in shock and pain. Karzahni yanked him off 
his feet even as the Ta-Matoran nearby charged. 

“Stop! Leave him alone!” yelled Sarda. 

“Nonsense,” said Karzahni. “There is a war to be fought in this place, and a universe to win. But 
first... | need to sharpen my claws in combat. When | am done with the two of you, | will be ready at 
last... ready to conquer!” 
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Carapar knew that the words “stop killing everything” would sound to Ehlek like a foreign 
language. Nervous by nature as “the Eel” might be, he was still the only one of the Barraki who called the 
ocean floor home. He felt a special hatred for the Matoran for invading his domain and for killing so many 
sea predators with their air shooters. The existence of this mysterious “Mask of Life” was just an excuse 
for him to take revenge. 

Still, Carapar would have to make the effort, and he had assembled an army of keras crabs to back 
him up. Keras were normally fairly placid and gentle creatures, but the waters of the Pit had long ago 
changed them to aggressive, violent beasts. Carapar had split his forces in two. Half followed him to 
confront Ehlek and his venom eels, and half were sent to inhabit the fields of air. 

“Takadox says stop,” he shouted. Ehlek’s response was to give off an electric shock — generally, 
his response to everything. Carapar was already braced for the pain, but it still stung. He grabbed Ehlek 
in one of his pincers and squeezed until his fellow Barraki screamed. 

“If | so much as see a spark, ЇЇ cut you in half,” Carapar snarled. 

“What do you want?” Ehlek screeched. “I’ve done nothing to you!” 

“It’s what you’re doing to them that matters,” Carapar answered, gesturing with his free pincer 
to Mahri Nui. “ТаКадох says stop. He doesn’t want them slaughtered... yet. Says they have something we 
want.” 

“Yes,” Ehlek responded. “Lives. Breath. Futures. All of which | am going to take from —” 

Carapar squeezed harder until he heard something crack. “What did | say? Did | say, ‘Ehlek, go 
ahead?’ | didn’t hear myself say that.” 

To Ehlek’s credit, he wasn’t about to give in. “You said... not to kill... our enemies. Water... has 
rotted... your brain...” 

Carapar’s features darkened and for a moment he considered how nice Ehlek’s head would look 
mounted on a wall. Then the moment passed and he actually began to laugh. “Despite your bad nerves, 
you always did have guts,” he said. “Don’t make me spill them out into the sea, okay?” 

After a few seconds, Ehlek nodded. Carapar released him. Once he had checked to make sure he 
was still in one hideous piece, Ehlek signaled his army of eels to halt their attack. “Now what?” he asked. 

“Now this,” Carapar answered, swimming toward Mahri Nui. He easily dodged a flurry of air 
spheres, then came to a halt in front of the launcher. The Matoran were frantically reloading. Smiling, 
Carapar reached into the air bubble, grabbed the launcher and crumpled it into scrap. 

“My army is in your air fields,” he said. “See? And they stay there until we get the Mask of Life.” 

The Matoran gunner stared up at Carapar, defiant. “Even if | knew what that was, | wouldn’t give 
it to you... whatever you are.” 

“Crabs get awful hungry sometimes,” the Barraki answered. “Awful hungry. They'll eat just about 
anything that won’t eat them first. Ever see a crab eat? First they take their prey in their pincers, then they 
rip it apart... Pretty gruesome until you get used to it... only it’s something you never get used to.” 


The Matoran tried to appear brave in the face of this veiled threat, but the slightest tremble in his 
frame betrayed him. Carapar leaned in close to the bubble and said, “So, why don’t you be a good little 
future meal and go tell whoever runs this place to hand over the mask? Go ahead. We'll wait.” 

Glancing toward the fields, the Matoran could imagine the keras ripping and tearing their way 
through the airweeds. That would destroy any hope Mahri Nui’s inhabitants had for survival in this watery 
realm. He had to make a decision — but what to do? 

Then the decision was suddenly taken out of his hands. He looked up, past Carapar, past Ehlek 
and his legions, toward a massive shape cutting through the water like a juggernaut. He looked and he 
wished he had not seen. 


Gar kicked the stone wall of the cave and cursed. Then, realizing his behavior was just making Idris more 
nervous, he said, “Sorry. It’s all this waiting.” 

Idris nodded, her eyes never leaving the cave mouth and the sharks beyond. “| know. Do you 
think Defilak is ever coming back? Or did he end up like poor Sarda?” 

Gar didn’t answer her directly. There was no point in dwelling on things they couldn’t control. 
They both had at least a little bit of air left in their bubbles. If they made a break for it, maybe one would 
be lucky enough to make it back to the city. Anything was better than this. 

“We’re not going to hang around and find out,” the Onu-Matoran said. “Сес ready to swim. When 
we reach open water, l'Il try to hold off the sharks long enough for you to get a head start toward the 
city. Don’t turn back, and don’t stop for anything — understand?” 

Idris turned to look at him. She said nothing, but her eyes reflected what she was feeling. She 
knew Gar was quite possibly about to sacrifice his life for her, a Ga-Matoran he barely knew. She was also 
quite certain neither one of them was going to live through this escape attempt. But Matoran will survive, 
she said to herself. Mahri Nui will survive. As long as there are Gars in the universe, somehow we will find a way. 

“I'm ready,” she replied. 

“All right, we go on three. One...” 

A violent impact shook the cave. Idris could see the Takea sharks outside being hurled about like 
strands of seaweed in a whirlpool. She didn’t know if this was something natural — an undersea quake, 
perhaps — or another attack, but it was their chance. “Three!” she shouted, rocketing out of the air bubble 
and heading for the cave mouth, with Gar right behind. 

Outside, the sharks were doing something no Matoran had ever seen before — they were fleeing 
for their lives. A glance upward told Idris and Gar the reason. The sharks had good sense, it seemed, and 
would survive to see another day. Unless they got moving — fast — the same would not be said for the two 
Matoran. 


Lesovikk struggled in vain to escape the fiery chains of Karzahni. All the while, the smiling face of Karzahni 
loomed over him. 

“Don’t bother to fight,” said his captor. “No one, not even the legendary Manas crab, has been 
able to break those bonds.” 

“You... don’t... remember me, do you?” Lesovikk said. “No, | guess you wouldn’t — but we have 
crossed paths before. It was many, many thousands of years ago. | came to your realm seeking to free my 
friends, who had been sent there by a mad Turaga. | was driven off by your Manas crabs, but | came again, 
and again... only to fail each time. By the time | slipped past your guardians, my friends had been exiled 
from your realm, | knew not where.” 

Karzahni laughed. “Then failure is nothing new to you, Toa. You can take comfort that your defeat 
today will come as no surprise.” 

“Не not a failure!” Sarda shouted. “1... | remember! | remember Lesovikk defending our home 
from Rahi beasts and anything else that threatened us... | remember when he and his team left, never to 
return... at least not while | was still there. He’s not a failure — he never was — he’s a hero!” 
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Lesovikk looked up at the Matoran. It had been a very, very long time since anyone had called him 
“hero.” The word acted on him like a bolt of energy. Drawing on every last bit of his power, Lesovikk 
flexed his muscles and snapped Karzahni’s chain. 

“Impossible,” whispered Karzahni. “You were downed... defeated... stunned.” 

“| ат stunned,” said Lesovikk, rising to his feet. “Shocked and amazed too, that you thought mere 
links of metal could hold a Toa.” 

There was something in the veteran warrior’s eyes now that made even the mighty Karzahni 
hesitate. Exhausted, weakened, Lesovikk still stood, weapon at the ready and primed for battle. 

“Now, you rancid remains of a Rahi’s dinner,” said the Toa of Air. “Let’s try this again.” 


Defilak had no idea where he was going. 

He had lied to Pridak to buy time to think. There had to be a way to escape and free Gar and 
Idris. But first he had to ditch this Barraki, and as anyone who has ever tried to evade a shark knew, this 
would not be easy. 

“| think we quick-hid it there,” he said, pointing toward the lowlands. “Under a clump of 
seaweed... funny, they all look alike now. I’m sure that’s happened to you — you know, you're all set to 
slash-kill some innocent Matoran, but then we all start to look alike to you.” 

Pridak ignored the jibe. He was more concerned with a slight shift in the feel of the ocean’s energy, 
something only one with his enhanced senses would pick up on. Something wasn’t right, but he could not 
put his fin on what. It unsettled him. 

“Hurry up,” he growled. “You are stalling, morsel — keep doing it and you'll be returning to Mahri 
Nui in pieces.” 

“It’s down there. I’m sure of it,” Defilak said. Then he added, “I think.” 

When Pridak didn’t answer, Defilak turned to look at him. The Barraki was hovering in the water, 
his eyes fixed on nothing, as if he were waiting for something to happen. The Le-Matoran scanned the 
surrounding water. Prey fish and predators alike were scrambling for cover, as if they sensed impending 
doom. 

“The last time this happened,” Pridak muttered, “your city sank beneath the waves, crushing 
everything in its path. What new disaster are you Matoran unleashing now?” 

Then both Barraki and Matoran saw. Being residents of the ocean’s lower depths, both were used 
to the frigid temperatures of the water. Physical cold was something one learned to live with in order to 
survive here, and eventually, it could even be ignored. 

But the sight that greeted Pridak and Defilak’s eyes was one to freeze the spirit. It was death given 
form, and it was headed right for them. 
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“Mata Nui preserve us,” Dekar whispered, in shock. 

He had seen a beam of energy shoot from the mask in the fraction of a second before his blow 
would have landed. It had lanced deep into the cave, disappearing into the darkness. Even as it did so, 
Kalmah got close enough to wrap his tentacle around the Po-Matoran. Dekar yelled in pain. 

“You’re out of your depth, Matoran,” Kalmah said. “Destruction is our job, and —” 

The Barraki’s words were interrupted by a screech that grew into a roar that shook the ocean 
floor. Kalmah glanced away from the Matoran long enough to see a huge, dark shape hurtling toward him 
from the depths of the cave. Then something smashed into him, sending him tumbling uncontrollably 
through the water. 

Mantax had hung back, so he was still outside the sea cave when it happened. He saw something 
moving — saw the Matoran and Kalmah demolished by a single blow — and then ducked aside. Something 
massive shot from inside the cave and up into the open water. Then it turned, its crimson and green eyes 
fixing on Mantax. 

It was like nothing the Barraki had ever seen. It was a venom eel, but one easily 300 feet long, 
with jaws large enough to swallow the Matoran city whole. Slime dripped from its skin, raining down on 
the seafloor. It lashed out with its tail, striking the undersea mountain and sending a violent tremor through 
the caves beyond. Mantax barely got out of the way of an avalanche. 

The Barraki had spent many, many long hours buried in sand, watching the sea life all around him. 
He knew everything that lived down here, or thought he did — how they thought, how they felt, what they 
needed to survive. But he could have been the barest novice, underwater for the first time, and he still 
would have known what the monster above wanted. 

It was enraged. It was in pain. 

And it was hungry. 


Takadox emerged from his cave. He had felt the intense quake and was afraid it meant Ehlek had gone 
ahead and destroyed Mahri Nui. If his fellow Barraki had succeeded, the Mask of Life might be lost forever 
beneath the rubble. 

When he saw the nightmarish creature, his keen mind realized what had happened. Someone 
threatened the mask, he thought. And it protected itself. Its power reached out to an eel and made it grow... and 
grow... so it could serve as a guardian. 

Takadox staggered backward. Venom eels were evil and destructive by nature. Giving one more 
power was like giving a Takea shark sharper teeth. No good would come of it, and in this case, everything 
under the sea might be destroyed. 

Unless... the Barraki said to himself, a tight smile creasing his misshapen features. It’s still just a 
dumb animal, and my powers are just made for use on dumb animals. Look at Carapar. If I could entrance it — 
get it to obey — then Pridak and the rest will be answering to me. 
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Everything that lived beneath the ocean was fleeing from the creature the Mask of Life had 
created... everything but Takadox, who began to swim toward it, savoring thoughts of death and 
destruction. 


Lesovikk stood, ready for battle. Before him stood his ancient enemy, Karzahni. Faced with a fighting-mad 
Toa, Karzahni should have been at least a little worried. Instead, he was smiling. 

“We have no reason to fight, Lesovikk, none at all,” said Karzahni. “Why should | waste my energy 
on you, when there is easier prey to be found?” 

The emerald-hued villain turned his gaze to Sarda, the Ta-Matoran who swam nearby. Using his 
power to make others see what could be and what might have been, he touched Sarda’s mind. The 
Matoran stiffened as a vision filled his thoughts, a vision of the day the city of Mahri Nui broke off of its 
island and sank beneath the waves. 

In real life, Sarda had survived the plunge, saved by finding a bubble of air emitted by the airweed 
below. But in the vision Karzahni gave him, he did not survive — none of the Matoran did — they all drowned 
before they ever reached the waters of the Pit. It was a horrible sight and Sarda’s eyes widened in fear. 

“Stop it!” shouted Lesovikk. When Karzahni didn’t respond, he unleashed a mini-cyclone from his 
sword, striking the villain dead on. That was enough to break Karzahni’s concentration, but the damage 
was done: Sarda had passed out on the ocean floor from sheer shock and fear. 

“| have better things to do than toy with the likes of you,” growled Karzahni. “So will you fight 
me, or will you help your little friend?” 

Lesovikk wanted to batter the smile off Karzahni’s face. But he could see that Sarda’s air bubble 
had disappeared — the Matoran was drowning! 

“This isn’t over, Karzahni,” said the Toa. “Wherever you go, you had better be looking over your 
shoulder — because one day, | will be there. And | promise | will be the last thing you’ll ever see.” 


Gar and Idris were out of air. They had moved as quickly as they could up toward Mahri Nui, but it hadn’t 
been fast enough. They weren’t going to make it to the city in time. 

In desperation, Gar pointed toward the fields of air. Іс was their only hope. The two Matoran 
swam for the nearest patch of airweed. If they could salvage a bubble from the crop, it might hold them 
until they could make it back to the shelters. 

They hit the field at the same time. One ripe stalk would be all they would need. There had to be 
one somewhere the hydruka had not harvested yet. 

Then they noticed that something was very wrong with the beds of soil from which the airweed 
sprang. The ground had begun to move. Gar backed away, gesturing for Idris to flee. What had looked 
like rich earth from a distance was anything but — the fields were infested with keras, all of them more 
than happy to see potential prey. 

And the Matoran had one of those difficult choices life sometimes presents — was it better to 
drown, or be devoured? 


Pridak was stunned at the sight of the monstrous venom eel. Defilak was as well, but he wasn’t going to 
let that stop him from escaping. He swam off at top speed, heading for the edge of Mahri Rock. With luck, 
there would still be time to save Idris and Gar from imprisonment. 

The Barraki took no notice of his captive’s flight. He was no longer even paying attention to the 
monster bearing down on him. No, his attention was focused on the direction from which the creature 
had come. 

This is no beast in nature, he thought. Something made it this way. And that something can make me 
what | used to be... Once it does, not all the power of the fates can save Makuta and Mata Nui from my 
vengeance. 

Pridak dove and swam, trying to evade the monster even as he followed the trail back to its lair. 
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Ehlek dragged Carapar down into the depths, hanging on to his claw. He ignored his fellow Barraki’s 
protests. Of all the Barraki, Ehlek knew best just what a venom eel was capable of, and he did not want 
to see what a 300-foot-long one would do. 

There were other reasons for flight as well. Pridak would no doubt be occupied dealing with the 
monster, since no shark could resist combat. That left his cave home unguarded. Ehlek had long believed 
that one of the Barraki betrayed them all to the Brotherhood of Makuta, all those years ago. If that was 
so, he had no doubt Pridak knew who it was and was just biding his time, waiting for the right moment to 
take revenge. Now was the time to find out for certain. 

The two Barraki maneuvered their way through twisted coral reefs below the Pillars of Salt. Ehlek 
led the way into Pridak’s cave, then stopped short — someone was already in there! He hurled an electric 
bolt into the darkness. It struck something and ricocheted, almost hitting Carapar. 

The stranger charged. Carapar grabbed him with both claws while Ehlek maneuvered behind and 
tried to jolt the fight out of their opponent. He fought well, this mysterious new arrival, but he was 
obviously not used to combat in an underwater environment. The water slowed his blows, robbing them 
of much of their power. Eventually, the two Barraki pinned him against a stone wall. Carapar brought a 
claw close to the newcomer’s throat, leaving no doubt what he would do with it given the chance. 

“Who аге you?” asked Ehlek. “What аге you doing here?” 

The stranger looked around, confused. Ehlek had seen that look before. Lifelong land dwellers 
had a hard time adjusting to life in the Pit. In most cases, the water mutated them rapidly so that they 
could breathe in the depths — if it didn’t, the new arrivals rarely lived long. The Matoran of Mahri Nui 
were the exception, thanks to their fields of air. This one was hesitant to open his mouth, expecting to 
drown. Carapar dealt with that by slamming him into the rock a few times until he cried out. 

Shock merged with realization on the stranger’s features. There was water in his mouth, but he 
could breathe and he could speak. The knowledge seemed to restore his strength. He shrugged off the 
two Barraki and said, “My name is Brutaka. And you are some sort of sea monsters? How did you learn 
to talk, or are you just talented mimics?” 

“We are Barraki,” said Ehlek. “And you are in our territory.” 

“Ah, Barraki,” Brutaka replied. “You were important once, weren’t you, a long time back? No 
matter — you’ll answer со me now.” 

“As long as the question is ‘ Who’s that killing те?” Carapar shot back. “Then we should get along 
fine.” 

“| came from the island of Voya Nui,” Brutaka continued, ignoring Carapar. “I was there to guard 
the Mask of Life, but | decided it would be better put to use in my service. My fellow guardian, Axonn, 
disagreed — and he had the stronger argument. When | woke up, | was underwater. | swam until | found 
a hole and eventually wound up here.” 

“The Mask of Life,” said Ehlek. He went on to describe the mask that Carapar claimed was in the 
possession of the Matoran. 

Brutaka’s eyes brightened. “That’s it. It’s here! Amazing! Fate must want me (о have it; there’s по 
other explanation. And once | do... Axonn and | will resume our discussion. Take me to the mask — now!” 

Carapar started to object, but Ehlek cut him off. “Of course, of course. Only we have a little 
problem reaching it at the moment — actually, a 70-bio-long problem. But maybe you can help with that?” 

“You may have a bigger problem than that,” Brutaka answered. “If | am here... and the Mask of 
Life is here... then six Toa are not far behind.” 


The monstrous eel crashed into the peak upon which Pridak had been standing just a moment before, 
shattering it into rubble. Its mind and memories were a jumble. One moment, it was sleeping in its cave — 
the next, it was too big for its own lair. The cave had provided a safe haven from other predators, but 
now Tarakava and Takea sharks were snacks. 
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Its eyes were drawn to something glittering in the dark waters. Its dim brain couldn’t know that 
what it saw were lightstones shining in the city of Mahri Nui, but it could smell prey. More, it caught the 
scent of other venom eels down there, thousands of them. No doubt they were after the source of the 
lights. Little did they realize that no one could deny the creature anything it wanted now. 

Pridak, the Mask of Life, all were forgotten. The creature turned and sped toward the city, ready 
to feast. 
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There was no time to waste if Sarda was going to be saved. Scooping up the drowning Matoran’s 
body, Toa Lesovikk rushed him to a nearby, free-floating air bubble. What followed was one of the 
strangest things Lesovikk had witnessed in tens of thousands of years. 

At first, it seemed to be working. Sarda gasped, choked, but the life-giving air was doing its job. 
Then it suddenly seemed as if he were drowning again, this time in air. It was then that Lesovikk noticed 
the changes to Sarda’s body. No longer protected by a personal air bubble that surrounded him, the 
waters of the Pit were mutating the Matoran. He had become a water-breather, and air was poison to 
him now! 

Hastily, Lesovikk pulled him free of the bubble. Sarda took a deep “breath” of water and his spasms 
ceased. “Are you all right?” Lesovikk asked. 

Sarda smiled weakly. “You... you promised me a story.” 

Lesovikk nodded and began to speak. In as few words as possible, he told Sarda how he and his 
team of Toa had gone on a vital mission many ages ago. Lesovikk had hesitated for a crucial second in 
battle, with the result that his entire team had been killed. Haunted by guilt, he returned home — only to 
find that all the Matoran he had befriended had been sent to the realm of Karzahni. 

Unable to free them, Lesovikk had become a wanderer. He had picked up new equipment along 
the way, including a combination sky and sea sled. And he had done some good, but never enough to 
atone for his past mistakes. 

“Then maybe this is your chance to do that,” said Sarda. “Karzahni is a menace. If he were to ally 
with the Barraki, Mahri Nui wouldn’t stand a chance. We have to stop him!” 

Lesovikk shook his head. “If he is stopped here, he will just return to his realm and do more evil 
to his Matoran captives. No, Sarda, we need to do more than stop him — we need to destroy him.” 


Gar wanted to yell for help, even though he knew it was a stupid idea. His air bubble was gone, and 
shouting would have just led to drowning. No one was near enough to hear and help anyway. Still, 
somehow it would have made him feel better if he could have let out a good yell at least once before he 
died. 

He had fallen behind Idris. She was getting near the city, trying to avoid the venom eels that were 
swarming around the borders. Gar could feel the claws of the keras crabs snapping at his feet and legs. 

A strong hand suddenly grabbed his upper arm. He felt himself being pulled along at high speed 
toward the city. Glancing up, Gar saw the familiar mask of Defilak. The Le-Matoran paused only long 
enough for Gar to grab Idris before resuming his rapid swim toward Mahri Nui. Venom eels who tried to 
get in their way were slashed aside by Defilak’s blades. Only when the three were inside one of the large 
air bubbles that protected the shelters did Defilak slow down. 

“Happy to look-see you are still breathing,” he said. 

“For now,” Gar answered. “Or haven’t you seen that monstrosity heading this way?” 
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“Гуе seen it,” Defilak replied. “And you all wonder why we Le-Matoran hate the water?” 


Takadox watched with a mix of horror and anticipation. The monstrous venom eel was dead on course 
for Mahri Nui, despite the hail of air spheres fired from the city and the hundreds of vampiric sea squid 
that had attached themselves to its massive body. The combination was not even slowing the creature 
down. 

It slammed into one of the lower peaks, turned, and whipped its tail at the Pillars of Salt, shearing 
off the top of one. Then it headed for the city again, piercing one of the Matoran air bubbles and reducing 
a storehouse to rubble. It banked away and swam toward the surface, then turned to make another dive. 

This time, it barely missed the Matoran buildings, but the impact sent a tremor through the 
entirety of Mahri Rock. The swarm of venom eels that had been besieging the city fled in panic. The keras 
crabs were not so swift or so fortunate. As it turned away, the creature opened its huge jaws and 
swallowed several hundred of the crabs as they tried to get away. 

Magnificent, thought Takadox. It would almost be worth losing the Mask of Life to gain control of such 
a beast. 

Even as the thought crossed his mind, the monster lifted its head and took notice of the Barraki. 
Takadox met his gaze, exerting the hypnotic powers the Pit had granted him. If all went well, in a matter 
of moments the beast would belong to him; body, mind, and spirit. 


Dekar woke up. Every part of his body hurt. He wasn’t sure what had happened or how much time had 
passed, or even why he was still alive. 

Without moving from where he lay, he scanned his surroundings. He was still in the sea cave, the 
mouth of which was partially blocked by rubble. The only light came from the Kanohi mask he had brought 
with him with the intent of destroying it. It had also provided enough air to reinforce his bubble. 

Dekar struggled to remember how he had ended up like this. He had been about to strike a blow 
to shatter the mask. Then there was some sort of flash of energy, and a monstrous creature, and — 

It... it was defending itself, he realized. The mask knew what I was about to do, and it — 

He pulled away from the Kanohi. It looked just like any other mask, but somehow the empty eye 
sockets seemed evil to Dekar. He could almost feel it watching him, waiting to lash out and destroy him 
if he should try to harm it again. 

No. That’s ridiculous. Get a hold of yourself, he thought. All right, maybe it’s damaged... maybe somehow 
it can work even when no one’s wearing it... maybe it even has some way to protect itself. But it’s a thing — it 
can’t be good or evil. It’s just a thing, and it can be used or broken like any other thing. Can’t it? 

Dekar brought his hand close to the mask, moving as hesitantly as if he were reaching into the 
jaws of a shredder fish. If I can just touch it — and if nothing happens — then I'll know I’m just being crazy. PII 
know it’s just a mask like any other, maybe a little more powerful, but... 

The tips of his fingers brushed the hard surface of the Kanohi. There was no second burst of 
energy, no new sea monsters, no sudden disaster. In some ways, to Dekar’s point of view, what happened 
was worse. 

The mask spoke to him. 

No, it didn’t talk like a Matoran did, or even form words in Dekar’s mind. Instead, Dekar saw a 
jumble of images that swirled as if caught in the tide. With great effort, he made them coalesce into some 
kind of a comprehensible whole — it was do that or go mad. 

Suddenly, he understood. He was seeing history through the mask’s “eyes,” and he had knowledge 
that no other Matoran had ever possessed. 


Тһе Kanohi Ignika, or Mask of Life, had come into existence not very long after the first Matoran ever 


walked through this universe. It was to be the first of the masks of legend, and in many ways, the most 
important — for the Ignika was the difference between life and death for everything that existed. Molded 
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by the Great Beings who created the universe, heated in forges fiery beyond imagining, cooled in caverns 
of ice, it housed power that dwarfed that of any being — even those that had created it. 

In its first days, it did nothing but sit inside the armored shell that had been crafted to protect it. 
Although it was the Mask of Life, it knew little of what that meant or even the reason for its existence. 
Then one day, one of the Great Beings grew curious about the mask. He opened the shell, reached in, 
and laid hands upon it. 

Тһе Kanohi reacted. It sensed this being was not the one destined to make use of it — still, it was 
willing to share its gift. The mask flooded the Great Being with life, so much that everything around him 
became alive. Furniture, equipment, the stones that made up the walls and floor, even the rays of light that 
illuminated the chamber became living, feeling entities. Each had needs and wants and each now found 
voice to demand them. It seemed to the mask a wonderful gift to bestow, especially on someone who 
prided himself on his ability to create. 

Unfortunately, it had not proven to be a blessing. The Great Being reacted with shock and horror 
to his new abilities. Since the power was now part of him, he could not hope to outrun it. Eventually, the 
others of his kind had to step in and confine him so that he would stop bringing their inanimate objects 
to life. There were whispers of madness. After this, the other Great Beings treated the mask with less 
idle curiosity and more respect. 

It was a short time later that two more of the mask’s creators came to transport it elsewhere. 
They were careful not to touch it, using special tools to handle its armored shell. They brought it to 
someplace far beneath the ground and placed it on a pedestal. A guardian, Umbra, was posted, and other 
traps were laid for the unwary. The mask, too, used its power to create additional guardians, transforming 
microscopic protodites into large, savage protodax, for example. 

It waited. And waited. Centuries passed, then millennia, with only the occasional intruder making 
an effort to claim the mask. None ever made it past the guardians. Then a team of Toa arrived, led by a 
Toa of Magnetism. They battled their way past the guards and the traps and reached the mask chamber. 
Тһе Ірпіка did not fight them — it could tell they were meant to use its power. They removed it from its 
pedestal and brought it to another place, where it was needed. 

After the mission was done, the Toa were left shaken and fearful of the Ірпіка. They returned it 
to its underground chamber and then transformed into smaller, less powerful forms. One, the former Toa 
leader, remained aboveground to watch over the mask, taking on the title “Turaga.” 

Many, many more years passed. The mask felt the universe rocked by some great cataclysm, 
though it knew not what. Over time, though, it began to sense disturbing disruptions in the patterns of 
life above. Something was wrong with the fundamental fabric of all existence. Beings had arrived on the 
surface who coveted the mask’s power, while others journeyed toward its hiding place with noble intent. 

Realizing the power of those who wished to seize it, the Ignika used its power to call one of their 
number to its chamber. The being, one called Vezon, attempted to take the mask and was cursed for his 
efforts. Тһе ІрпіКа fused itself to him, and then fused him in turn to a massive spider creature evolved by 
the mask’s power. A new guardian had been created, although one more evil and less sane than perhaps 
the Ignika would have liked. 

At the same time, the Mask of Life reached out with its power to the ones who came to use it 
for good purposes. It selected one of them — a Matoran named Matoro — as a potential future guardian. It 
tested him, and he proved himself worthy. When Matoro finally reached the mask, though, it was not as 
a Matoran but as a Toa. He removed the mask from Vezon, prepared in his heart to take it wherever it 
needed to go. 

Неге, at last, the Ignika rebelled. The time was not yet right to make the journey. The universe 
was still damaged, though not beyond repair. Not wishing to harm Matoro, the mask used one of its other 
guardians to free itself from the Toa’s grasp. Then it flew to the surface and plunged beneath the waves, 
going to where it sensed the damage was greatest and hoping the Toa Inika would follow. 

But something had gone very wrong. The waters were proving deadly to the mask. It had already 
begun to crack and crumble, energy leaking from it in the form of air. Hostile forces once more sought to 
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possess it, and the Toa were facing great danger in their efforts to reach it. If they did not arrive in time, 
the Ignika might fall into evil hands, or worse, destroy itself completely іп the toxic brew of the Pit. 

For the first time in its 100,000-year existence, this awe-inspiring mask, this most unusual artifact 
of power, knew what it was to be afraid. 


Defilak, Gar, and Idris had gone mad - ог so it seemed to the other denizens of Mahri Nui. With the fields 
of air cut off and the city menaced by a sea monster beyond all imagining, the three of them were swimming 
from place to place committing acts of vandalism. 

“Smash them! Smash them all!” Defilak yelled. Then he swung his blade and shattered another 
lightstone, while the other two Matoran did the same. Working from one end of the city to the other, 
they broke every lightstone they ran across, plunging Mahri Nui into darkness. 

“What are you doing?” Kyrehx demanded. “Have you lost your minds?” 

“No, come to our senses,” Gar replied. 

“Venom eels — think!” Defilak snapped. “They react to light and movement. Douse all the light 
and this one won't see the city. Get everyone away from the borders and into shelters - especially the 
fortress. Anyone outside has to remain-stay perfectly still. The slightest motion will bring the creature 
back. Go!” 

Kyrehx took off on her mission. She still wasn’t sure she understood the plan — were the Matoran 
supposed to remain motionless and in darkness for the rest of eternity? And what about the invaders? 
With no one to guard the borders, what was to stop them from conquering Mahri Nui? But she supposed 
it made sense to face one danger at a time. 

She herded the villagers into their shelters, while getting another group moving into the fortress. 
As she did so, her eyes were drawn to the peak in the distance. It was a most unusual geographic feature, 
even for this place, for the very top of the mountain extended toward the surface with a narrow cord of 
stone. The mountain was riddled with caves, but those few Matoran who had tried to explore them had 
never returned. She often wondered just where that cord led to, and if she would ever see the world 
above the waves. Now and then, she would get a flash of memory of living on dry land, but the flashes 
never lasted long. She dismissed them as fantasies. 

“Come on, get moving,” she said to a straggling Ta-Matoran. It was time to deal with reality again. 
Maybe later, if the city survived, there would be more time to dream. 


The creature was troubled. Just moments before, there had been a lush, glittering hunting ground down 
below. Now all was darkness and stillness and it could no longer spot the site of its previous attacks. The 
only things moving were the keras crabs, and as small as they were in relation to its size, they barely 
constituted a meal. 

Oh, there was one other thing in motion. It was a being that hovered in the water near the 
creature’s face, staring into its eyes. The being had strange eyes... There was something compelling about 
them... so that the creature did not want to look away... yes, best to keep staring so the being could not 
slip away without the creature noticing... 

The venom eel suddenly started. It had heard a noise, then another and another, sounds that were 
not a natural part of the undersea world. They were coming from the stone cord atop the great mountain 
- по, they were coming from inside the cord. Was there some new enemy hiding in there? Or better yet, 
a meal? 

This was much more interesting to the creature than the strange little being’s eyes. It shot forward, 
heading toward the cord, and plowing into the being in the process. The monstrous eel swam on, paying 
no attention to the unconscious Takadox spiraling swiftly down into the black waters. 


Pridak spotted Mantax first. The Barraki was swimming as if every creature of the Pit was chasing after 
him. Pridak intercepted him before he could dive into a sea cave. 
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“Our prey is the other way, is it not?” the Barraki leader said. “Or have you forgotten, in the 
years we have been down here, how to advance toward a battle?” 

Mantax hurriedly related all that he had experienced — the Matoran with the strange Kanohi, the 
monster that emerged from the cave, and his own valiant efforts to go find help for Kalmah. 

“Help from whom?” Pridak asked, unconvinced. “The seaweed? The shells? That is all you will find 
here. Show me where this happened, and we will help Kalmah ourselves.” Then he smiled, baring his 
wickedly sharp teeth. “Or at least make sure he does not go to waste.” 

The two Barraki made their way toward the cave where Dekar and the Mask of Life had been 
spotted. As they neared that point, Pridak’s keen senses picked up the approach of others. Two of the 
scents were familiar — Ehlek and Carapar — and one was not. 

Pridak signaled for Mantax to keep going while he circled behind. If there was a newcomer to the 
Pit, it might be someone else seeking the mask. In that case, Pridak would make short work of him. 
Someone else to share the loot with would not be a welcome sight. 

He spotted them quickly. The two Barraki were swimming rapidly with the newcomer between 
them, barely keeping pace. He looked powerful. Pridak decided to take no chances — bite now, ask 
questions later, if the stranger was still alive to answer them. He moved in, silently, his jaws aching for the 
thrill of the first attack. 

The stranger glanced over his shoulder. He spotted Pridak, but the Barraki was confident his prey 
had no time to react. Then a sizzling bolt of energy shot from the newcomer’s sword and struck Pridak, 
sending spasms through his body. He managed to grab on to a rocky ledge and held on tightly despite the 
convulsions. If he sank to the bottom of the black water in this condition, he would never rise again. 

When he regained control, he opened his dead eyes to see Ehlek, Carapar, and the stranger 
looking at him. No doubt they were waiting to see if | would die, so they could get to me before the carrion fish 
did, Pridak thought. How disappointed they must be. 

“Who... is... this?” Pridak said, with some difficulty. 

“He says his name is Brutaka,” Carapar answered. “And that we work for him now.” 

“| have come for the Mask of Life,” Brutaka said. “Anyone who tries to deny me my rightful due 
will be an obstacle that must be removed.” 

“| know... а little something... about removing,” Pridak replied, letting go of the ledge and starting 
to swim again. “Arms. Legs. Think about it.” 

Mantax joined them. If Brutaka was concerned that the odds were now four against one, he didn’t 
show it. He simply followed the Barraki as they made their way down to the sea caves. 

Once | have the mask, it won’t matter how many of them there are, he thought. It might even be amusing 
to see what the power of the Ignika would make of these... monstrosities. 


The creature circled the stone cord, eyeing it with suspicion. The noises were still coming from inside. It 
sounded like many living things inside, not just one, and all of them locked in battle. The creature had no 
idea if the cord contained land animals, sea animals, Matoran, Toa, or something else, nor did it care. It 
did not believe in discrimination. If they lived, it would eat them, whatever they were. 

But how to get at them? There were no openings in the cord large enough for a venom eel of its 
size. And it wasn’t very likely the prey would be accommodating enough to come out where it could be 
eaten. 

Then the bestial brain of the monster got an idea. It wrapped its coils around the portion of the 
cord closest to the top of the mountain and began to squeeze. It would take only the smallest exertion of 
its strength to shatter the cord and spill out its contents into the sea. Whoever or whatever was 
journeying through the cord was about to have their trip stopped dead. 


The Barraki and Brutaka found Kalmah first. He was just recovering consciousness after the attack by the 
venom eel. Unlike Mantax, the experience hadn’t left him wanting to find a safe haven. Instead, it made 
him that much more determined to get his claws on the mask. 


“Spread out,” Pridak ordered. “If the Matoran and the mask are still in that cave, there’s no telling 
what other surprises might be waiting in there. Carapar, clear away some of that rubble.” 

The crab-clawed Barraki looked at Pridak for a long time before complying. Sometimes the group’s 
“leader” forgot that all six of them had been rulers in their own realms. They were not servants to be 
ordered around. Of course, saying any of that wouldn’t be wise if Pridak was anywhere within earshot. 

Carapar pulled some of the rocks aside. He could see a mask glowing inside, illuminating the Po- 
Matoran who was holding it. 

“Get back!” said Dekar. “I'll destroy it!” 

Pridak glanced around. His army of Takea sharks had begun to gather in the waters nearby. Then 
he turned back to Dekar, saying, “Is that mask really worth your life, Matoran?” 

“You’ve probably seen what it can do by now,” Dekar replied from the darkness of the cave. “Is 
it really worth yours?” 

“Let me handle this,” Brutaka whispered. Then he swam toward the cave, treading water where 
he knew Dekar could see him. “Matoran! You can see | am not one of these foul creatures — my name is 
Brutaka. | am a member of the Order of Mata Nui, an organization dedicated to following the dictates of 
the Great Spirit. If you give me the mask, | vow by Mata Nui that the Barraki will never get their hands on 
it.” 

Brutaka waited. Nothing he had said had been a lie. He was a member of the Order of Mata Nui, 
just a fallen one - and he had no intention of giving the mask to the Barraki. 

Inside the cave, Dekar pondered. Was this Brutaka telling the truth? Was there any point in trying 
to resist, when the Barraki could just come in and take the mask if they wanted it? Should he just hand it 
over and hope they wouldn’t kill him? 

“No,” he said finally. “If you were destined to have this mask, then you would have been the one 
to find it. You want it? Come and take it.” 

“Well handled,” Pridak said to Brutaka, all the while signaling to Kalmah. “Order of Mata Nui 
indeed — who would believe that?” 

“Stand back,” Brutaka snarled. “I will go in there and get the mask myself.” 

“No,” Pridak answered. “I don’t think so.” 

“Right,” Carapar added. “Save your strength. You’re going to need it.” 

Before Brutaka could respond, he felt powerful tentacles wrap around his arms and legs. Despite 
his own great strength, he found himself being dragged away from the Barraki, helpless in the grip of a 
gigantic squid. He looked over his shoulder to see that the creature was pulling him toward the edge of 
Mahri Rock, beyond which was nothing but the black water. 

“Wait!” Brutaka shouted. “You can’t do this! Do you know who | am? Do you know what | am?” 

“Sure,” Carapar replied. “Lunch.” 

The Barraki watched until Brutaka and the squid had disappeared. Then they turned their attention 
back to the cave. Carapar tore the rest of the rubble away from the mouth. Then Ehlek moved in, hurling 
electric bolts toward Dekar. One struck the Matoran, causing him to drop the Mask of Life. Ргідак was 
there almost before it hit the ground. 

“No,” Dekar said weakly. “Please. You don’t know what it сап do. You'll destroy іс... if it doesn’t 
destroy you first.” 

“Oh, there will be destruction,” Pridak answered. “Of that, | can assure you. But it will not be the 
Barraki or this mask that goes down to ruin — it will be the Brotherhood of Makuta, the Toa, and the 
Great Spirit himself!” 

The Barraki reached out and touched the Mask of Life. It flared up, its glow filling the cave. Then 
the light grew brighter and brighter, spilling out of the cave and blinding the Barraki. Dekar shielded his 
eyes, but the intense light was still visible even through his hands. Incredibly, the light hit like a physical 
blow, forcing the Matoran against the wall. He could hear the Barraki yelling in shock and anger. 


The light continued to grow. It spread across the entirety of Mahri Rock, throughout Mahri Nui, 
up the mountain peak and the stone cord menaced by the venom eel. It looked as if a sun had appeared 
beneath the waves to illuminate the entire ocean with a painfully bright white light. 

Throughout the Pit, every eye was closed against the glow to keep vision from being lost 


permanently. Thus, there was no one to see just what the light did, or how it had changed the course of 
destiny. 
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A formless wisp of greenish-black smoke slipped silently through a tunnel made of stone. To 
anyone watching, it might have seemed like a cloud of oddly coloured dust, and no more. But if they could 
have sensed the malevolent intelligence that drove its seemingly random movements, they would have 
fled in horror. 

The Matoran villagers of the island of Voya Nui had known this hated substance by the name 
“antidermis”. Тһе evil Piraka who had seized control of their island had used it to enslave most of the 
population, before finally being defeated by a team of heroic Toa. The crystal vat that contained the 
antidermis was smashed in battle, and the substance was scattered into the air. 

But this was not the end. The tremendous willpower behind the antidermis forced its molecules 
to come back together. Now it was again whole - yet far from complete. 

Once, in another place and time, the antidermis had been known by another name. Then it was 
housed inside black armor, its essence concealed by an infamous mask of power. Just as now, it was the 
intellect, the memories, the twisted ambitions, and the very life force of a legendary being. 

He was called Makuta. 

Hungry for power and worship, he had led his Brotherhood in a rebellion against the Great Spirit 
Mata Nui and actually defeated that mighty entity. But his plans extended far beyond just one victory. His 
continued pursuit of his goals led to an encounter with a Toa of Light, during which his armor was 
shattered. The armor was no longer able to contain his energies, causing them to leak out into the 
atmosphere. 

Frustrated, but not defeated, Makuta had influenced the Piraka to seek out the object of power 
he needed: the Mask of Life. For a time, it looked like his pawns would succeed, until Toa once again 
interfered. 

First the Rahi beasts of Mata Nui, then the Bohrok swarms, Makuta thought as his essence drifted 
through the tunnels. Now the Piraka. When will І learn to stop working my will through others? All other beings 
are weak and pathetic fools who cannot begin to comprehend my plans. I, and | alone, must take matters in hand 
if my grand design is to succeed. There are obstacles, of course — there always are. The Mask of Life is not a prize 
easily won. But this game | play now is different from all others... and this time | cannot lose, for my longtime 
enemies will be my unwitting champions. 

A soft sound touched the minds of those who fought in the tunnels, so gently that they dismissed 
it as a trick of the senses. It was the sound of Makuta’s laughter. 

The Toa will get the Mask of Life for me... and doom their own kind in the process, thought the master 
of shadows. And what a perfect revenge that will be. 
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From the pages of Gali Nuva’s journal... 


Entry 1: 

Since we have no Chronicler accompanying us on this, our most vital mission, | am taking the time to 
record events for posterity. Tahu thinks this is a foolish waste of time, and | am sure Kopaka agrees with him (so 
rare to see those two agreeing!). But Onua understands, so does Pohatu. Maybe it’s because fire and ice are both 
elements that are here one moment, gone the next, and rock and earth last on... but Pohatu and Опиа seem to 
have more respect for history. 

After our rescue by the Matoran resistance on Voya Nui, | thought we would surely join the Toa Inika in 
seeking the Mask of Life. But Axonn and Botar took us aside and told us that the time had come to prepare the 
universe for the awakening of Mata Nui. If the Inika succeed in their mission, and save the Great Spirit’s life, the 
time will be ripe for us to fulfill our mission — to awaken Mata Nui and restore light to the universe. 

To do that, we had to first return to Metru Nui, at least according to Axonn. The Great Temple, he said, 
hid information on what we had to do to make ready for Mata Nui’s return. We had to find that information and 
carry out whatever tasks are required, and get it done before it is our time to act. We could not tell anyone, not 
even the Inika what we were going to do — for if the Brotherhood of Makuta were to find out, they would surely 
try to destroy us. (1 am surprised they have not done that already...) 

At last, after so long and so many battles, we have begun the mission we exist to do. If we succeed, we 
will have helped save a universe from evil. If we fail... well, it may be that not even the Great Beings can save us 
if we fail. 


Toa Inika Kongu dove out of the way as a wickedly curved dagger flew overhead. Looking up, he saw the 
blade had buried itself in the rock, about where his head had been a moment before. 

“Just once — just once! — Га like to take a trip-walk without someone trying to kill me!” he said. 

Toa Inika Jaller ran past, stopped, turned, and fired a blast of fire from his sword. He aimed over 
the head of his scale-skinned pursuers, hoping to scare them off. It didn’t work. It would have failed even 
if he had aimed to burn them down. Driven by hatred and a need for vengeance, nothing was going to 
stop these Zyglak. 

The battle was one more nightmare in a journey that had been filled with them. The Toa Inika had 
come to the island of Voya Nui in search of six other heroes, the Toa Nuva, who had disappeared there. 
They found themselves in a battle with villains who had seized control of the island and were seeking the 
powerful Kanohi Mask of Life which was hidden there. 

In the end, the Inika had won the fight, found the mask, and the Toa Nuva had been rescued. But 
a last blow struck by their enemies cost them their grip on the mask, and it plunged beneath the ocean 
waves. Their only hope of retrieving it was to journey through a labyrinth of stone tunnels that extended 
from Voya Nui down to the ocean depths. Once there, they would have to find some way to locate the 
mask and get it back, not easy when some of them were poor swimmers and none could breathe 
underwater. 

Of course, first they had to get there. As they moved through the twisted and narrow tunnels, 
the Toa quickly discovered they weren’t alone. The labyrinth was home to a race of warriors with a 
murderous grudge against Toa, Matoran, and anyone else associated with the Great Spirit Mata Nui. The 
running battle that followed had been violent and frightening, and had revealed things about the Toa 
themselves that they might have preferred not to face. 

Right now, though, the Toa were just hoping to still have all their parts intact when this was over. 
More Zyglak were emerging from every side tunnel, their knives and spears flying through the air like 
angry swamp hornets. Worse, everything their blades struck was instantly destroyed. 

“| hear water up ahead!” Toa Inika Hahli shouted. She was barely able to keep moving, having 
been wounded badly in an earlier battle. 
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The six Toa Inika rounded a bend in the tunnel and then stopped dead. There was a large gap in 
the stone wall, through which ocean water flooded in. The passages up ahead were already underwater. 

“Anybody have a Toa canister in their pack?” asked Toa Inika Hewkii. “I didn’t think so. We might 
have stronger lungs than most, but that’s a lot of water out there.” 

A hail of spears clattered against the stone wall just behind the Toa, eating holes in the rock. “And 
that’s a lot of Zyglak back there,” said Toa Inika Nuparu. “Looks like the last one in the pool is skewered 
meat.” 

A violent tremor suddenly shook the tunnels. Cracks appeared in the walls, and fragments of 
stone fell from the ceiling. It seemed as if something was trying to crush the entire labyrinth from the 
outside, and doing a great job of it, too. 

The Zyglak looked around frantically as their world threatened to collapse. For the moment, the 
Toa were forgotten. 

“Let’s move!” said Jaller. “We'll take our chances іп the ocean.” 

“Hold on,” said Hewkii. “I like a challenge as much as the next Тоа, but — Toa of Stone, remember? 
Even with a few lessons in my Matoran days, | still swim like a stone.” 

The tunnels shook again, worse this time, as if they were being wrenched from side to side. Now 
the Zyglak were fleeing in sheer terror. 

“Whatever’s out there can’t be worse than what’s in here,” Jaller replied. “I'll light up my swords 
— if they burn hot enough, they’ll stay lit underwater. Follow my light — maybe we can find an air pocket.” 

Jaller took a deep breath and dove through the gap in the wall. The other Toa Inika followed. 
Hahli sensed immediately something was not right about the water. It wasn’t the kind found around the 
island of Mata Nui, or the smooth liquid protodermis that surrounded the island of Metru Nui. Water, by 
its nature, was a force of life and healing — but this liquid felt foul and destructive, like it had somehow 
been corrupted. 

There wasn’t time to puzzle it out now. Jaller’s burning swords had revealed the source of the 
tremors in the tunnels: a massive undersea creature wrapped around the stone cord that led from Voya 
Nui down here. It was trying to crush the cord, and the tunnels inside it, in its coils. Then its huge, 
serpentine head looked in the Toa’s direction. It had spotted Jaller’s flames. 

Light! The creature knew that light meant living things, and living things meant a meal. It uncoiled 
its 300-foot-long body from the cord and started for the source of the illumination. 

Jaller and the other Toa saw the monster’s shadowy form heading for them. They braced for an 
attack, knowing the battle would probably use up the air in their lungs and doom them. But the huge 
serpent was not going to give them any choice in the matter. 

Then the world went white. Blindingly, overwhelmingly white, a blazing illumination that seared 
the eyes and tore at the mind and body. The Toa screamed from shock and pain, even though it meant 
water would fill their straining lungs. The creature above them reeled as waves of energy ripped through 
the water. 

In the midst of the agony, the Toa heard a voice. It wasn’t speaking words so much as conveying 
a primal emotion, but somehow they all knew who was “speaking.” It was the Kanohi Mask of Life, the 
artifact they sought, and it was calling for help. 

We can’t even help ourselves, thought Jaller, as he doubled over in pain. If the mask is doing this to 
us... why? Why would it ask for our help and attack us at the same time? 

Then — as suddenly as it had begun — it was over. The light was gone, along with the waves of 
energy. The incredible pain had ceased. The Toa floated in the water, still and quiet. Any sea predator 
who had approached just then would have kept on going, for there would be no sport in hunting the dead. 
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Far to the north, six other heroes were facing troubles of their own. 
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At one time, these six Toa were known as Toa Mata, named for the Great Spirit Mata Nui, whose 
welfare was their primary mission. Now they were Toa Nuva, transformed by fate into more powerful 
heroes. Right now, they were very confused heroes as well. 

“This is nuts,” said Pohatu Nuva. “The action is back with Matoro and the rest, fighting to save 
Mata Nui’s life. And where are we? Trekking back to our old stomping grounds because some kook with 
an axe says we should.” 

“Worse than that,” added Kopaka Nuva, Toa of Ice, “is what he wants us to do when we get 
there. How do we know we can trust this Axonn character? What if this is all a trick?” 

Tahu Nuva, leader of the team, wished there was not so much truth in what Kopaka said. After 
being freed from their imprisonment on the island of Voya Nui, the Toa Nuva had fully intended to join 
with the Toa Inika in their quest for the Mask of Life. Instead, they had run into two strange beings — one 
called Axonn, the other Botar — who informed them that a number of dangerous quests required their 
attention. They were the only ones who could do them, it was part of their destiny, but they had to leave 
now. And the first of these meant returning to the city of Metru Nui. Faced with the urgency of the 
situation, they had taken Toa transport canisters back to the outskirts of that island metropolis. Now they 
moved quietly through darkened streets, trying to avoid being seen. 

“и makes no sense to me, either,” Tahu Nuva said finally. “Вис Ахопп helped the Matoran and 
the Toa Inika on that island, and he claims to know the will of Mata Nui. We will take him at his word, 
until we have reason to do otherwise.” 

“Right,” Pohatu said sarcastically. “The Great Beings know Toa are never deceived.” 

“We're taking a risk, maybe а Бір one,” Tahu replied. “And if it turns out we’ve been misled, then 
we have the power to deal with that... and with Axonn, too.” 

Their argument had brought them to their destination, the recently rebuilt Great Temple in the 
Ga-Metru district. Destroyed by quake and fire 1,000 years before, it had largely been restored by the 
hard work of the Ga-Matoran. It was filled with some of the most ancient and valuable artifacts known to 
the villagers, kept there (or hidden there) for safekeeping. Tonight would test whether one such artifact 
was Safe from the Toa. 

“Can’t we just go to the Turaga and ask for what we need?” said Gali Nuva. “Is this mission so 
important it must turn us into thieves?” 

“You know what would result, Gali — endless debate,” said Onua, Toa Nuva of Earth. “And in the 
end, unless we tell them how we know what we know, they will never agree. Makuta bones, we’re the 
ones doing this, and we don’t even agree on it!” 

Lewa Nuva slashed his hand through the air. “Enough dark-talk, unless we want the Matoran to 
hear. We’re close enough now.” 

“Then do it, Lewa,” said Tahu. 

The Toa Nuva of Air nodded and triggered the power of his Kanohi Mask of Speed. Being a Nuva 
mask, its power could be shared with other beings in the vicinity. In a split second, all six Toa Nuva were 
now gifted with amazing speed. They took off at a run, flashing past the Ga-Matoran guards, too fast to be 
seen. Nor did they pause to open the temple gate, but simply vibrated their atoms so they could pass right 
through the massive door. They did not slow down until they were inside. 

“From Toa to sneak thief, in one easy lesson,” Pohatu grumbled. “Maybe when this is over we 
should see if the Dark Hunters have any openings.” 

“This way,” said Gali, leading them through the corridors and into a large, empty chamber. 

“There’s nothing here,” said Kopaka. “We have been misled. This Axonn simply wanted us off 
Voya Nui for his own purposes.” 

“You’ve grown too used to wearing a Mask of Vision, brother,” Gali chided. “You insist on seeing 
with your eyes. If our information is correct, there is more to this room than is plainly visible.” 

She took three strides toward the center of the room, one to the left, two more forward, and 
then two to the right. “Here, Pohatu. This block of stone requires your attention.” 


The Toa of Stone joined Gali. Bending over, Pohatu grabbed the part of the floor she pointed to, 
sinking his powerful fingers into the rock. Then he effortlessly pulled the block free. 

All six Toa gathered around to see what was there. After a moment’s stunned silence, Gali reached 
in and retrieved the unfamiliar object. It consisted of two short, round staffs made of wood, and rolled 
around them was a thin white sheet of a substance none of the Toa had seen before. 

“Odd,” said Kopaka. “What do you think it is?” 

“Axonn said we would find a vital message,” Tahu said. “1 expected a carving of some sort.” 

Gali shifted the object in her hands, and it suddenly unrolled. Now all six Toa Nuva could see that 
there was Matoran writing on the sheet, just like the language found carved into stone tablets all over 
Metru Nui. But this was not carved, rather it was painted onto the sheet in some way. 

“Well, that’s dumb,” said Pohatu. “Why use this when there are perfectly good rocks everywhere 
you look?” 

“We can worry about their choice of stationery later,” said Kopaka. “| am still trying to digest 
what this says. 15 it some kind of monstrous joke?” 

“Do you hear anyone laughing?” Tahu replied. “It says these actions must be taken to wake the 
Great Spirit. But some of what it asks... how can we be expected to do such things?” 

“No one said being a Toa-hero would be a bowl of bula berries,” said Lewa. “Now let’s get out 
of here — it looks like we have a lot of unpleasant work to do.” 


The first item on the scroll was, on the face of it, the easiest... and at the same time, one of the hardest 
for the heroes to bring themselves to do. 

A journey of several hours had brought them to their destination, the site of their first major 
battle as Toa Nuva. Here in this rock-hewn chamber, they had battled enemies called Bohrok-Kal to keep 
even greater threats imprisoned. Now they were here to set two of their most powerful opponents free. 

The Bahrag were still where the Toa had left them, imprisoned in a cage of solid protodermis. 
When they were free, they had led the Bohrok swarms who threatened to devastate the island of Mata 
Nui. For reasons that were never clear, the Bohrok were determined to destroy every mountain, forest, 
and river, and return the island to a barren state. But the Toa had beaten them and the Bahrag and saved 
Mata Nui and the Matoran from that fate. 

“And now we’re just supposed to let them go?” demanded Pohatu Nuva. “Check that list again; 
maybe Makuta signed his name at the bottom.” 

“Pohatu’s exaggerating... maybe,” said Gali Nuva. “But, Tahu, how can this be the right thing to 
do?” 

“Axonn said everything was not how it seemed,” said the Toa Nuva of Fire. “If this will somehow 
help the Great Spirit to awaken, then we have to do it.” 

“And if it doesn’t?” asked Lewa Nuva. 

“Then we beat the swarms before, and we’ll beat them again,” Tahu replied. “Now join your 
powers with mine.” 

Hesitantly, the six Toa Nuva pooled their energies and sent them out in a single beam. It shattered 
the Toa seal that kept the prison intact, and seconds later, the cage itself had collapsed. The Bahrag were 
free once more. 

“Why have you released us?” asked one of the two monstrosities. 

“Because someone we... trust... says it is the order of things,” Tahu Nuva replied. “The Bohrok 
were not meant to be on the island when they were, and so had to be beaten back. But now...” 

Tahu stopped, remembering the whole-scale destruction of the last swarm attack. No, he couldn’t 
bring himself to say the words, even if Axonn was correct. He couldn’t believe the Great Spirit would 
want this. 

“Now the signal will be given,” Onua Nuva said. Tahu turned to look at the Toa Nuva of Earth, 
but Onua’s eyes were focused on the Bahrag. “The Bohrok will be awakened, and they will carry out their 
task. Do you understand?” 
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“We do,” said the Bahrag in unison. “The island of Mata Nui shall be as it was in the before-time.” 

“What have you done?” Pohatu Nuva said, mask-to-mask with Onua Nuva. “We have to cage 
those two up again — now!” 

Onua Nuva shook his head. “1 believe I’ve done what | had to do,” һе said. “I’ve taken the first 
step toward the future. No one ever said the trip would be an easy one.” 

The air was suddenly filled with a shrill sonic tone — and in countless nests, hundreds of thousands 
of Bohrok came to life, ready to resume their mission of destruction. 
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“We're... alive?” muttered Kalmah. “What ап... unexpected surprise.” 

The tentacled being rose unsteadily to his feet. In his lifetime, Kalmah had been a conqueror, a 
ruler, and a prisoner. Most recently, his existence had been spent as a monstrous resident of the ocean’s 
depths. Never before had he experienced anything like what had just happened. 

Even now, it was hard to recall the events and still keep his fragile hold on sanity. He and his fellow 
warlords, the Barraki, had journeyed to a network of undersea caverns in search of the fabled Mask of 
Life. They had found it, all right, along with a venom eel mysteriously grown to 300 feet in length and a 
Matoran determined to smash the mask to pieces. The eel found better things to do and left, and the 
Barraki managed to stop the Matoran from carrying out his mission. But the second a Barraki laid hands 
on the mask, there was an explosion of light and energy that seared both eyes and minds. 

How much time had passed since then, Kalmah did not know. He got to his feet, wrapping a 
tentacle around a rock to steady himself, and looked around. Two of his allies, Carapar and Mantax, were 
half-buried in the sand — no doubt they had crawled there, trying to get relief from the intense light. A 
third, Ehlek, was flat against a rock wall, babbling like a lunatic. But Pridak — where was Pridak? 

The self-proclaimed leader of the Barraki, sharklike Pridak had been the one to grab the Mask of 
Life. It was right after he had proclaimed that he intended to use the mask against all of the Barraki’s 
enemies that the blinding light had appeared all around. If that light came from the mask, then Pridak would 
have been the one closest to it. Kalmah had no great love for Pridak — he had, after all, lost an eye to “the 
Shark” long ago — but if anything had happened to him, it might have happened to the mask as well. 

And we need that mask, he reminded himself. With it, we can shed these freakish forms, breathe air 
once more, and escape this undersea Pit. Then we can be again what we once were: absolute rulers of vast empires, 
masters of every land we walk upon. 

The small tentacles on the back of Kalmah’s head detected sudden movement. He whirled in the 
water to see the Po-Matoran, the one who had tried to break the mask, swimming frantically away. For a 
moment, Kalmah considered grabbing the Matoran and squeezing until something cracked. Then he 
decided against it. After all, where could the little one go — back to his home city, Mahri Nui? There was 
no safety to be had there. 

Kalmah probed the cave with his tentacle. When nothing grabbed, bit, or burned the limb, he felt 
it was safe to go in. It didn’t take long to find Pridak. The stark white Barraki was stretched out on the 
ground, a mask gripped fiercely in his claws. Kalmah could see a large crack running from the top edge of 
the mask all the way down one side. 

“You’re going to shatter it,” he said, reaching down to pry the mask out of Pridak’s hands. 

Pridak flashed his sharp jaws and lashed out at Kalmah, landing a kick that would have pulverized 
a lesser being. “Stay away! It’s mine!” he raged. 

Kalmah backed away slowly. He could see the madness in Pridak’s eyes. If someone didn’t calm 
the white Barraki soon, the mask would wind up in pieces, along with all their hopes of escape. 

Where’s Takadox and his hypnotic gaze when | need him? Kalmah thought. There’s nothing wrong with 
Pridak that a good will-sapping wouldn’t cure. 


On the other side of the undersea mountain, Takadox was just waking up. His memory of just how he 
had wound up lying in a trench on the seafloor was jumbled. But one glance upward took care of that. 

Ah, yes, he said to himself. The beast... 

Takadox had spotted the massive venom eel and thought to use his hypnotic powers to bring it 
under his control. The eel had other ideas, slamming into the Barraki and sending him tumbling down into 
the depths. It was sheer luck Takadox had not wound up a shattered pile of parts. 

“This is what | get for leaving my comfortable cave and trying to do my own dirty work,” he said 
to himself. “Next time, | will trance Carapar and he can play tag with that overgrown worm.” 

Takadox shook his head and glanced up. Six forms were floating in the water far above him. At 
first, they were so still he thought they must be dead. Then fire flashed from the hand of one of them. 
Takadox knew then who they had to be, and braced for an attack, thinking they might have seen him. 

As it turned out, he didn’t have to be concerned. The six figures had not noticed the Barraki down 
below. No, they had been noticed themselves, by the huge creature that had felled Takadox moments 
before. 

For the moment, Takadox forgot his mysterious quarry. He settled himself оп a flat rock to watch 
six Toa get eaten by a venom eel the size of a small mountain. 

Oh, this is going to be good, he thought. Too bad there are no Matoran nearby — after all, what good is 
a show without snacks? 


Dekar wasn’t ready to die. 

He was swimming as quickly as he could for Mahri Nui, but knew he wasn’t going to make it. The 
air bubble that surrounded him was a split second away from disappearing completely. He could hold his 
breath, but not long enough to reach another source of air. He was going to perish here, in the black 
waters beneath his village, with the knowledge that he might have doomed his friends. 

The Mask of Life had fallen into his hands, although he had not known then what it was. Just having 
it in his possession warped his existence, as he found himself unable to kill anything - even creatures 
threatening Mahri Nui. Every time he made a strike, the wound would heal instantly. Blaming the mask 
and believing it to be evil, he decided to destroy it. He took it to a sea cave and tried to smash it with a 
rock. 

After that, things got a little unclear. He remembered a flash of energy and the appearance of a 
monstrous venom eel. Then five mysterious and dangerous beings calling themselves Barraki arrived, 
insisting he turn over the mask. When he refused, they attacked him and took it. There was an explosion 
of pure light, and the next thing he knew, the Barraki were scattered and he could escape. 

Now it seemed certain the escape would fail. He would drown, his body slowly sinking to the 
ocean floor, and no one on Mahri Nui would know the danger they were in. The air bubble was completely 
gone now, only the breath in his lungs sustained him, and already he felt strange. The world around him 
kept blinking in and out of existence. One moment, he was swimming for his life. The next, he was taller, 
more powerful, standing guard over imprisoned Barraki and other evil beings. Then reality returned and 
he was still so far from Mahri Nui and so close to the end. 

Everything went dark... then painfully bright... then black again. Is this what death feels like? Dekar 
wondered. A name began to echo through his mind, one he had never heard before. Hydraxon... 
Hydraxon... 

In the space of a heartlight’s flash, he was dying... then already dead... and then reborn, full of life 
and strength. The crisis had passed. Now he knew he would not perish today. 

But he was no longer Dekar. He was a black-armored being of power, a spirit of justice and 
vengeance, and his duty was clear. The Pit was a jail, all who lived there were prisoners, and he was here 
to slam the cell door shut. 

Grimly, he turned toward Mahri Nui and began his journey again. 
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“Um, Kongu,” said Hewkii. “Were underwater, right?” 

“Yes,” Kongu answered, sounding thoroughly disgusted. He had always hated the water. 

“But мие ге breathing... and talking... and | haven’t sunk to the bottom yet,” said Hewkii. “ОН, 
and there’s a giant eel heading right for us. This is another one of those illusions, right?” 

Kongu looked down at himself. His armor was different, his weapons were gone, and he could 
feel a pair of tubes running from his back to the front of his mask. He felt different in other ways, too. 
The raw energy that had coursed through his body since he became a Toa was gone. 

“Don’t think so,” answered Kongu. “No one’s mad-twisted enough to conjure up anything this 
weird... or this wet.” 

“Kongu!” Jaller shouted. “Save the conversation for later. Use your mask and read that creature’s 
mind — find out what it wants.” 

“That should be a quick read,” Kongu muttered. He mentally triggered his Kanohi mask, all the 
while concentrating on the monstrous eel in front of him. As soon as he did it, he knew something was 
wrong. His Mask of Telepathy should have been reaching into the creature’s mind and revealing whatever 
was there. But Kongu wasn’t “hearing” any thoughts — instead he was suddenly surrounded by hundreds 
of smaller versions of the creature. One second, they hadn’t been there, the next they were. He let out 
a yell of surprise and bolted away. 

But the school of eels wasn’t interested in Kongu or any of the other Toa. Instead, they were 
charging their larger cousin, mounting what had to be a doomed attack. Sure enough, the giant eel 
swallowed the lot of them in one gulp, then turned its attention back to the Toa. 

Toa Matoro wasn’t sure what good his mask power would be in this situation. After all, freeing 
his spirit from his body didn’t add much in combat. At best, he could do a quick scout and find someplace 
the Toa could make a stand against this horror. He called on his mask power... and nothing happened... 
or, at least, nothing like what he had expected. 

Down below, the long-dead hulk of a huge shark stirred. Its eyes opened and it began to swim 
stiffly toward the Toa and their monstrous foe. It wasn’t alive again, not really, but the energy that made 
it move could be called an artificial spark of existence. While it didn’t have the deadly grace of a Takea 
shark — moving more like a grotesque puppet — its teeth were still intact and sharp, as the giant eel found 
out when they sank into its side. 

Matoro didn’t waste time questioning. He summoned his elemental power, even knowing the 
lightning that was part of it might pose a risk to the other Toa in the water. But all that shot from his 
hands was ice — no energy. This is impossible, he thought. I’m a Toa Inika! Our bodies are full of energy... 
Where did it all go? 

The venom eel didn’t care about any of that. It felt ice forming on its body, weighing it down, and 
it didn’t like the sensation. It snapped its huge body like a whip, shattering the ice and hurling the shark 


away. Chunks of ice slammed into Matoro and Kongu. Jaller tried using his mask to dodge the chunks, 
only to find that he was suddenly hearing sounds bouncing off nearby objects. 

This is bad, he thought. Our weapons are gone, our masks have changed powers — and if we don’t get 
a handle on what we can do now, we're going to be fish food. 

Something shot past him on the left side. It was Hahli, swimming at high speed around and around 
the eel and hurling bolts of electricity from her hands. Nuparu suddenly faded into view above the eel’s 
head, calling on earth from the ocean floor to slam into the creature. Jaller decided to put off his questions 
until later, instead sending a rain of fire bolts at the beast. 

All the Toa’s efforts were managing to do was enrage the monster. At its size, their attacks felt 
like the stings of a trifle fish. Іс charged forward, slamming into the assembled heroes and scattering them. 
Hahli and Nuparu were left in its wake, but it was already turning to go after them. They were hardly big 
enough to make a meal out of, but at least once swallowed they would stop being such an annoyance. 

The eel swam as swiftly as it could, anticipating the end of the hunt. Then its dim brain noticed 
that no matter how much it tried, it wasn’t getting any closer to its prey. In fact, it was taking much more 
effort to move forward at all. Its body felt heavy, and was growing heavier by the moment. Now it couldn’t 
swim at all anymore but only sink rapidly toward the bottom. It slammed into the ocean floor with an 
impact that rattled the surrounding undersea mountains, stunned into unconsciousness. 

Mystified, Hahli watched the whole thing happen. Then she glanced up to see a smiling Hewkii 
swimming awkwardly toward her, pointing at his mask. 

“This is more like it,” he said. “Hey, a Toa of Stone ought to be able to make something sink like 
а rock, right?” 


Entry 2: 

Even as І pause to write down my memories of recent events, | find it hard to believe we Тоа Nuva have 
done what we have done. 

The information we found in the Great Temple of Metru Nui was in the form of a list. Each item on it 
was an action we were supposed to take to prepare the universe for the return of the Great Spirit. But the first 
item on that list was to free the monstrous Bahrag and unleash the Bohrok swarms on the island of Mata Nui! 

Although some of us doubted the wisdom of this — Pohatu especially — in the end, we did what it seemed 
we had to do. Even now, | imagine the swarms are descending on the island above, burning, wrecking, and 
destroying. | do not know how this can be a good thing, or part of the Great Spirit’s plan. 

Our next task demanded that we retrieve an ancient artifact, the Staff of Artakha, from its hiding place 
in Ше Metru Nui Archives. But when we traveled there, it was not to be found. Опиа recalls Turaga Whenua saying 
that the staff was stolen long ago by the band of thieves and killers called the Dark Hunters. 

It took us only a few seconds to decide our next course of action. We must seek out the Dark Hunters’ 
base and retrieve the Staff, even if we must battle each and every one of them to do it. 
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Іс was Nuparu, his eyes accustomed to seeing in the dark, who spotted the Matoran village resting оп а 
plateau. There were no lights anywhere to be seen, but he could spot movement among the buildings. 
Matoran? he wondered. How could they survive down here? Then again, how are we doing it? 

He was pretty sure he knew what his mask did now. Its effects matched the description of the 
Mask of Stealth once worn by Toa Nidhiki. He could fade into the background and make virtually no noise 
as he swam. It was perfect for scouting out the village. 

It wasn’t like any place Nuparu had ever seen. The buildings were surrounded by giant bubbles of 
air, and the Matoran swam inside of much smaller bubbles that conformed to the shape of their bodies. 
Right now, the mood in the underwater city was tense, with citizens manning strange weapons and waiting 


for an attack. Nuparu decided that six Toa suddenly charging in wouldn’t be a good idea. He backed well 
away from the border and turned off his mask power, allowing the Matoran to see him clearly. 

Their reaction was immediate. Weapons opened fire, hurling spheres of solidified air at the Toa 
of Earth. One struck Nuparu and dissolved into a cloud of pure air. He choked as the gas entered his 
lungs. More shots followed as the Matoran tried to drive him away. He couldn’t catch his breath long 
enough to tell them who he was and that he meant no harm. 

A jet of super-hot flame came down from above, striking the launcher and melting it into slag. 
Nuparu looked up to see Jaller and the others swimming toward him. The Matoran saw them, too, and 
fled, but not in panic. Instead, they got their hands on another launcher and began dragging it back toward 
their post. 

“Hold it!” Jaller shouted. “Were not here to fight you!” 

“Got a funny way of showing it,” one Po-Matoran shot back, pointing at the ruined launcher. “We 
know what you Pit types are like — bunch of liars and murderers. Well, you’re not getting into Mahri Nui!” 

“Pit? Mahri Nui? What are you talking about?” asked Най. “We were told there was a Matoran 
village down here that needed saving, and —” 

“We can save ourselves,” said the Po-Matoran. “Next thing, you'll be telling me you’re not from 
the Pit — that you’re Toa, or some black water like that.” 

“We are Toa,” said Nuparu. 

“Yeah,” added Kongu. “Who else dresses like this?” 

“Then where were you?” the Po-Matoran asked, pain and anger in his voice. “Where were you 
when Mahri Nui sank? Where have you been all this time, when Barraki were picking us off one by one 
for the fun of it?” 

“Enough.” The command came from a Le-Matoran who had approached from the village. He put 
a hand on the Po-Matoran’s shoulder and then nodded to two others. They came and gently led the 
villager away. Once he was gone, the Le-Matoran looked at the Toa. “My name is Defilak. | am the leader 
of Mahri Nui’s council for this span-time. What do you want here?” 

“| ат Toa Matoro,” said the Toa of Ice. “We сате to your village seeking a mask that has been 
lost. It is vital that we recover it.” 

Defilak frowned. “You are the second being to ask me about a mask in the last day. The first 
followed up his question by killing one of my friends, just to show-scan that he could do it.” 

“Рт... sorry,” said Matoro. 

“One of you may enter the village,” Defilak said. “The rest of you — if you really are heroes — 
defend Mahri Nui. The fields of air are held hostage by ever-dangerous Rahi. Free them, and perhaps my 
people will see you for what you speak-say you are.” 

Matoro swam forward, passing through the skin of an air bubble as he followed Defilak. 
Immediately, he faltered. He couldn’t breathe! Hearing his gasps, Defilak turned around and shoved him 
roughly back out of the bubble. After a few moments, Matoro found he was all right again. 

“| don’t understand,” said the Toa of Ice. “What just happened?” 

“How can you not know?” asked Defilak. “You are a creature of the sea, Matoro. You must have 
known you can’t breathe air.” 

Matoro, shocked, didn’t answer. All he could think of was the words “can’t breathe air” — if that 
was the case, how could he and the others ever return to Metru Nui, their home? Had the search for the 
Mask of Life doomed them to life under the sea? 


“This shouldn’t be too difficult,” Toa Hahli said, pointing to the vast fields of air. At first, it had seemed as 
if the strange plants were moving. A closer look revealed that nasty-looking Rahi crabs were everywhere 
in the fields, easily fighting off Matoran attempts to dislodge them. 

“Five of us, five thousand of them,” said Kongu. “I like your idea of fair odds. And what’s with the 
fins?” 

“What?” 
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“You have fins. They look kind of like wings. And a big claw.” 

“Have you looked at yourself lately?” asked Hahli. “Or any of the others? We've all changed.” 

“| dodged the fins thing, though.” 

“The Mask of Life,” said Jaller. “1... heard it... felt іс... when we entered the water. It must have 
done this to us so we could survive down here.” 

“Then it’s officially off my Naming Day gift list,” grumbled Kongu. 

“The one thing | hoped we might get out of being underwater is that Kongu wouldn’t be able to 
talk,” said Hewkii. “Come on, we have a job to do.” 

“Um, maybe we don’t. Look,” said Nuparu, pointing to the fields. 

Jaller had to summon his flame to provide enough light for the Toa to see. What the glow revealed 
was the amazing sight of thousands of keras crabs crawling out of the fields they had been infesting. They 
weren't fleeing but backing slowly away from the stalks of airweed, then stopping about twenty yards from 
the fields. The crabs stood right on the edge of the landmass, their backs to the black water. Then they 
were joined by other creatures — sharks, squid, venom eels, rays, and other Rahi of the deep. The beasts 
made no threatening moves, just hovered in the water, silently regarding the Toa. 

“Okay, Hahli, you’re the one with water on the brain,” said Hewkii. “Do sea Rahi like this normally 
act this way, or is it what it looks like - really creepy?” 

“No, it’s not normal,” Hahli replied. “This is weird... ‘Makuta comes up and gives you a hug’ weird. 
It’s almost like they’re... waiting for something... or someone.” 

“And so they are.” 

The Toa turned as one. Floating before them were six strange beings, shaped vaguely like Toa but 
with mutations that made them look like bizarre sea monsters. Behind them were gathered more killers 
of this underwater world, tails slashing the water, tentacles eager to squeeze fresh prey. 

“And people wonder why | hate the water,” said Kongu. 


One of the six swam a little way forward and peered at the Toa. He was slightly bent, with small, 
piercing eyes and mandibles that snapped open and shut repulsively. “Ah, me, what have we here?” he 
rasped. “Five little Toa who have lost their way? We would have been here sooner to greet you, but you 
know, it’s never wise to go swimming too soon after a meal.” 

A larger brute with two crablike claws spoke up next. “| don’t like it. What are they doing here 
now? Something smells.” 

“That would be you, Carapar,” said the first. “Comes from eating those bio-long blood snails...” 

“Quiet,” said a white being, this one resembling a Toa-size shark. At first, the heroes thought he 
might have lost an arm in combat. Then they realized he was just keeping one hand behind his back. “I ат 
Pridak. We are the Barraki, and this is our realm. Tell us why you are here, and perhaps you will live to 
see another tide.” 

The bent being leaned forward and whispered conspiratorially. “Better listen to Takadox, masked 
ones. Pridak was... not himself... or rather, too much himself, a little while ago. | did a little trick of mine 
to calm him down — otherwise, he might kill you first and then ask questions of your corpses. This way 
works much better, you see.” 

“Answer,” said Pridak. “What did you do to be exiled here?” 

“Exiled?” said Hewkii. “Were not —” 

“ In the habit of explaining ourselves to every bait fish that comes along,” Hahli interrupted. “Ву 
what right do you and your pathetic schools of minnows interfere with us?” 

Kalmah surged forward. “By right of conquest!” he said, reaching with his tentacle to try and grab 
Hahli. The Toa of Water grabbed the appendage and yanked hard, hauling Kalmah off his feet and hurtling 
through the water toward her. He slammed face-first into her open hand and dropped to the ocean floor, 
sputtering and cursing. She cast his tentacle aside like it was a piece of flotsam that had drifted by. 

“Do you have any other answer to give?” said Hahli. “Or are you content to tread water and 
bluster like toothless Takea sharks?” 

“You have heard of the Barraki before?” asked Pridak. 

“Yes,” said Hahli. “Their name has come down the millennia... a relic used to frighten pathetic 
Matoran and keep them in their beds at night.” 

The other Barraki looked at Pridak, fully expecting him to fly into a rage and rend this insolent 
Toa. Instead, he smiled, revealing row upon row of daggerlike teeth. “Perhaps,” he said. “Our day was 
long ago. But a new era is about to begin... and it starts with this.” 

Pridak brought his hand from behind his back. The Toa couldn’t help but gasp, for in his claw he 
held the Mask of Life. “You recognize it?” he said. “Interesting. So few have seen this mask and lived.” 

“| do,” said Hahli. “And | һауе. Aren’t you worried about its legendary curse?” 

“Curse?” Pridak repeated. Then he roared. “Look at me... look at where | dwell... look at my 
companions, once rulers, now monstrosities, and tell me — how much more cursed could we be?” 


“Relax, Pridak,” said Takadox. “Stay in control.” 

“| thought you said there were six of them,” Carapar said to Takadox. “| only count five.” 

“It counts?” said Hahli, in mock surprise. “Amazing. To answer your dull-witted question, we were 
six — but profits go farther shared among five, if you catch my current.” 

“Bring them along,” said Pridak. “We have a long journey ahead of us, and disgraced Toa might 
prove useful.” 

“As allies?” whispered Kalmah. 

Pridak shook his head. “It’s always best, when traveling, to make sure you bring lunch along.” 

Kalmah, Carapar, and a third, spindly being covered with sharp spines, moved behind the Toa. 
Pridak, Takadox, and their other companion, Mantax, turned and began to swim away. The unspoken 
intention was that the Toa follow behind, which they did, flanked by armies of sea creatures. 

Jaller turned to Hahli and said softly, “So. When did you become ‘Hahli the Barbarian’?” 

“Trust me, | know what I’m doing,” the Toa of Water answered. Then she smiled, adding, “Besides, 
it’s sort of fun.” 


Matoro stood just outside one of the large air bubbles that dotted Mahri Nui. Defilak stood on the other 
side of the bubble’s skin, flanked by two armed Ta-Matoran. 

“This has been a disastrous day,” Defilak said quietly. “ОеКаг is missing... Sarda is dead... and 
who knows how many other Matoran heroes were injured.” 

“I'm sorry,” said Matoro. “I wish we had gotten here sooner. But time is running out and we need 
that mask.” 

“Mask! Mask!” Defilak snapped. “There is no mask! | have never heard of any -” 

“The fields of air are free again!” The shout came from Idris, a Ga-Matoran. She swam up to 
Defilak, barely able to contain her excitement. “The keras crabs have withdrawn. We can harvest the air 
again!” 

Toa Matoro smiled. His friends had done their job and proven that they were true heroes. Now 
they could get оп to the vital work of reclaiming the Mask of Life. “| told you,” he said. “I knew the others 
wouldn’t let you down.” 

“The others?” said Idris, puzzled. “Do you mean the five who look like you? | saw them talking 
with the Barraki, and then they left with them.” 

“They’re prisoners?” asked Matoro. 

“No,” said Idris. “Looked more like partners to me.” 

Defilak turned to Matoro, suspicion in his eyes. The Toa realized he would have to make a break 
for it, no matter how bad it looked, and go find the others. Something strange was going on down here 
and he had to find out what. 

Before the Matoran could train their solid-air launchers on him, Matoro turned the water in front 
of them to ice. Then he wheeled around and swam for the fields of air. He had gone only a few yards 
when something flew past him and exploded. The shockwave sent him tumbling through the water, head 
ringing. 

When Matoro finally came to a stop, he was lying at the feet of a figure in pitch-black armor. He 
was armed with wicked blades and a multishot blaster, and he regarded Matoro as if the Toa were 
something he had just stepped in. 

“Welcome to the Pit, runner,” the figure said. “My name is Hydraxon. You have the right to 
remain jailed.” 


The five Toa had been escorted back to a desolate area, and each was invited to occupy a sea cave. 
Although Pridak insisted they were “guests,” the sharks and squid hovering outside the entrances made it 
very clear that they weren’t meant to leave. 

Nuparu waited until the Barraki had all departed. Then he triggered his mask power. He hoped 
that its power of stealth would be enough to let him escape. 
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Glancing down, Nuparu saw his hand had become almost ghostly in appearance. Anyone looking 
at him would barely see an outline of his form, and probably mistake it for a trick of the water. He slipped 
out of the cave entrance, attracting no notice from the giant squid on guard, and made his way to where 
Hahli was being held. 

“Hahli!” he whispered. She took no notice. Nuparu swam behind her and turned off the mask, so 
he could return to full visibility. “Най!” 

She turned, saw him, and jumped from her rock. “Мирагш” she said, quietly but forcefully. 
“Makuta’s bones, you scared ten thousand years off me! What are you doing here?” 

“You told Jaller you knew something,” said Nuparu. “І figured it was time for share and tell.” 

Hahli nodded. As quickly and quietly as she could, she recounted how Turaga Whenua had once 
toured her through the shattered remnants of the Metru Nui Archives. She had spent time rummaging 
among some old tablets, trying to decipher them. One particularly old carving told the story of the League 
of Six Kingdoms. 

“At the height of their power, the six members of the League — Pridak, Takadox, Carapar, Ehlek, 
Mantax, and Kalmah — dominated most of the known universe. When they tried to combine their armies 
and rebel against the Great Spirit Mata Nui, they were crushed by the Brotherhood of Makuta. The 
records are sketchy after that, saying only that they were condemned for their crimes and taken away for 
punishment.” 

“Then what are they doing down here?” 

“| don’t know, but maybe... what if they were imprisoned somewhere... and when the Great 
Cataclysm struck our home, it hit other places, too? A massive earthquake could have shattered their 
cells and set them free. But, mutated as they are now, they can’t reclaim their kingdoms... unless somehow 
the power of the Mask of Life can make them what they once were.” 

Nuparu didn’t need to hear any more. “Our only advantage is they think уме ге as bad as they are 
and were condemned here as well. We need to break out and get the mask before they can use it.” 

“It’s worse than that,” said Hahli. “I overheard Takadox and Kalmah talking. The mask is cracking 
and crumbling; its power is leaking out. If we don’t act soon... there won’t be any Mask of Life left to 
save.” 


Matoro was thrown roughly into a cave. A barred door was slammed shut behind him. 

“You could probably break out of here, runner, if you really wanted to,” said Hydraxon. “Let me 
show you why you don’t want to.” 

The armored figure beckoned to someone out of sight. A few moments later, a powerful-looking 
crimson mechanoid stepped into view. And a vicious, wolflike Rahi strained against the leash it held. 

“This is Maxilos,” said Hydraxon. “Being completely mechanical, he is the perfect guard, for he 
cannot be bribed or deceived. His reflexes are faster than any living being. Watch.” 

Hydraxon picked up a rock and hurled it into Matoro’s cell. It had barely passed through the bars 
before Maxilos fired an electric bolt from its sword, shattering the rock to dust. 

“The рес із Spinax,” Hydraxon continued. “Опсе it has your scent, it will follow you to the edge 
of the universe and beyond for however many centuries it takes. So | suggest you make yourself 
comfortable, runner. You’re going to be here a long time.” 

Matoro watched Hydraxon go, leaving Maxilos behind to guard him. He began calculating the odds. 
Since Maxilos wasn’t a living being, he wouldn’t have to hold back. A few quick ice darts into the 
mechanoid’s inner workings would take care of it, and some ice chains would hold the Rahi for a while. 

He readied himself. Maxilos was standing completely still, just staring at Matoro. Then, apparently 
satisfied the Toa was no threat, the mechanoid turned its back. 

Now! thought Matoro. He took aim, prepared to hurl ice at his guard. But then he suddenly grew 
confused. What was he doing here? How could he trigger his powers? His body felt weak and slow and 
all he wanted to do was sleep. His mind was awhirl with emotions, rage one moment, fear the next. 


Maxilos turned around, but the mechanoid was very different from how it had been a moment 
before. Gone was the blank expression of a purely mechanical being, replaced by a sinister smile that was 
all too familiar. 

“We meet again, Matoro,” said Maxilos. “The last time, our positions were reversed... | was the 
vanquished, while you stood with the victors. But you were always wiser than Jaller, Hewkii, and the rest 
of those spineless, self-important fools. You knew | wasn’t gone for good.” 

Matoro felt colder than any ice could ever be. “You can’t be here...” he breathed. 

“And why not? This is a perfectly good, if stiff and ungainly, body. And you must admit, it is better 
than life as a green and black cloud stuffed inside a crystal vat.” 

“Makuta...” Matoro could still hardly believe it. He knew all too well the master of shadows had 
survived repeated brushes with destruction, but it was still horrifying to come mask to mask with him 
again. “Are you here to kill me, then?” 

“Call me Maxilos,” was the reply. “Everyone else here does. | prefer to keep my true identity to 
myself for now. As for your question... kill you, Matoro? No, I’m here to free you. But first...” 

The right arm of Maxilos pointed at Matoro. The next instant, the Toa of Ice was rocked by a 
sonic blast, bolts of chain lightning, and shattering force. Any lesser being would have been dead three 
times over, but Matoro still lived... even if he wasn’t very happy about it at the moment. 

“Now we understand each other,” said Maxilos/Makuta. “I’m on your side in this, Matoro. You 
would be wise to see that | stay there.” 


Entry 3: 

It should be understood that it goes against a Toa’s nature to sneak. Toa, by tradition, operate in broad 
daylight, so that the Matoran we protect can see us defending them and trust in us. So it was a little uncomfortable 
for some of us to be sneaking onto the shoreline of the island of Odina. 

Not that we had much choice. Odina is the home base of the Dark Hunters, heavily defended and 
notoriously difficult to invade. Even six Toa Nuva could not count on victory on these shores. 

We had approached from the north, intending to go over the mountains and attack the fortress by surprise. 
There were fewer guards in this region, since the natural barriers made it difficult to pass. A formidable blue and 
white Dark Hunter that Tahu recognized as Minion was the only sentry visible. Before we could decide how best 
to handle this, Kopaka Nuva had flash frozen him in mid-step. 

“Now we’re on a deadline,” joked Onua. “We have to finish our mission before the spring thaw.” 

Pohatu led the way as we climbed into the mountains. None of us spoke. Our minds were on the job up 
ahead — invading a fortress filled with enemies to retrieve the Staff of Artakha. 

Lewa climbed up a rock, leapt off and used his Mask of Levitation to hover in the air and scout. | was 
about to warn him about being spotted when an energy web dropped from the sky and entangled him. It was 
rapidly followed by a stream of acid that just barely missed the falling Toa. 

І glanced up. A winged creature was swooping down toward us, more energy webs already flying from his 
chest-mounted launcher. Tahu threw a shield around us and the web bounced off. Kopaka iced the creature’s 
wings and Onua threw his Mask of Strength behind a blow that knocked him out. 

“Two down,” smiled Lewa. “And only 200 to go!” 

Nobody laughed. 


Pridak slammed the Mask of Life down оп а stone pedestal. “Today, the reign of the Barraki begins 
again,” he announced. “With this mask, we can reclaim our empire.” 

The other five Barraki were assembled in the huge sea cave which served as Pridak’s base. There 
were no cheers at his statement or vows of revenge on the world beyond the Pit. All five were rulers, 
veterans of a thousand campaigns, and not easily swayed by words. Nor did the sight of their sharklike 
ally and a crumbling Kanohi mask fill them with confidence. 

Carapar was the first to speak. “How? Our old kingdoms are a long way away, Pridak, and on dry 
land — in case you hadn’t noticed, none of us are exactly built for the surface world anymore.” 

In answer, Pridak snatched a tiny trill fish out of the water and held it up to one of the cracks in 
the mask. Before the Barraki’s startled eyes, the fish began to grow and mutate into something out of a 
Ga-Matoran’s nightmare. When it was almost too large to hold, Pridak squeezed hard and crushed the 
unfortunate creature to death. 

“You have all the imagination of a lump of coral, Carapar,” said Pridak. “The mask is damaged, and 
its power is leaking out. All we have to do is wait for it to shatter and then bathe in its energies. We will 
be restored to what we once were, and the League of Six Kingdoms will live once more.” 

“And in the meantime?” said Mantax, his cold blue eyes locked onto Pridak. “Where will we keep 
the mask?” 

“Here,” Pridak replied. 

A wave of unease passed through the Barraki. Pridak considered himself their leader, and they let 
him have that role rather than risk what his savage jaws could do to them. But if this mask was as powerful 
as he said, none felt comfortable with any one of them having it in his exclusive possession. 

“How do we know уои won’t change yourself and leave the rest of us as we are?” Ehlek muttered. 
Kalmah took a step away from the eel-like Barraki. He could smell ozone in the water, a sign that Ehlek 
was gathering electrical energy. 

“How dare you suggest —?” Pridak said, charging forward. Ehlek turned, unleashing а blast of 
electricity from his spines. The voltage caught Pridak dead-on, sending his body into spasms. 

Takadox stepped in between the two. “Stop it! We won’t get anywhere fighting over the mask. | 
say we put it in the Razor Whale’s Teeth.” 

Pridak had regained control of his form. Kalmah and Carapar moved quickly to restrain him from 
tearing Ehlek apart. “Takadox is right,” said Kalmah. “We shared our victories... and we shared our 
punishment. So we will share this mask, too, until we see if it can do all you claim.” 

“All right,” Pridak said, shrugging off the grip of the two Barraki. “ will take it there myself.” 

“We'll all take it there,” said Ehlek. 

“All but me,” said Kalmah. “| am going to check on those Toa. Condemned to the Pit they may 
have been, but that doesn’t mean they can be trusted. | would sleep better if they were food for the sea 
squid.” 
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Takadox snatched the mask up in his claw and the Barraki went their separate ways, four heading 
for the depths of the Pit, while Kalmah and Carapar swam for the sea caves. None of them felt the eyes 
of Hydraxon upon them, or even dreamt that their long-dead jailer lived again. But he was there, watching 
their every movement, noting exactly what type of weapon would be needed to bring each one down. 

By the time they were gone, his scouting mission was done. Now it was time for the hunt. 


The Razor Whale’s Teeth was a nickname given by the Barraki to a collection of triangular, dangerously 
sharp stones that jutted out of the ocean floor in a roughly circular pattern. The area was a favorite 
hunting ground of razor whales and their smaller cousins, the razorfish. The presence of amphibious proto 
drakes in the area served to keep Takea sharks away, as the drakes were one of the few sea creatures 
that fed on sharks. 

The Barraki were still several yards away from the rocks when they spotted the presence of 
something else as well. A hulking, tentacled creature had made a camp right in the middle of the “teeth” 
and was busily devouring a giant squid. He had four arms, bulbous red eyes, and a spiked head that glowed 
in the dark waters. His frame was lean, but all muscle, and the sharp blades he carried were keen enough 
to slice through the tough hide of his dinner. 

His identity was known, of course. He was a fellow escapee from the Pit named Nocturn, famous 
for being one of the few to be immune to the effects of the black water. Nocturn had not been mutated 
into what the Barraki saw before them — he had always been that ugly. In his calmer and more lucid 
moments, he served Ehlek well as a lieutenant. This was not one of those moments. 

“Not that lummox,” muttered Mantax. “Leave the mask here and he will probably eat it. Why is 
he in the Pit in the first place?” 

“He was exiled from his home island after he broke something,” said Takadox. 

“What did he break?” 

“The island.” Seeing the doubt on Mantax’s features, Takadox continued, “He was in a bad mood, 
the island wasn’t very big, and he hit it in just the right spot... shows what lots of sleep, clean living, and 
razor whales for breakfast every day will do for you.” 

Pridak swam toward the rock formation, mask in one hand and one of Kalmah’s squid launchers 
in the other. As soon as he spotted the Barraki, Nocturn sprang up and began slashing the water with his 
blades. “My place! Go away!” he bellowed. 

“No one wants to take your place,” said Pridak. “We brought you a pretty mask to keep. You 
stay here and keep it safe. Understand? If someone other than us comes for it... consider them a free 
meal.” 

Nocturn took the Mask of Life and the launcher and looked from one to the other. He didn’t 
seem particularly interested in either one. 

“Do you know who І am?” asked Pridak. 

Nocturn nodded. “Pridak. The Shark.” 

“Then you know what will happen if you don’t do what | ask?” 

Nocturn winced. He still bore the scars of an earlier run-in with Pridak, which had cost him one 
of his arms. Fortunately, it had grown back, though minus its tentacle. “Rip, slash,” he said. “Pain. Hiding.” 

“And next time, | won’t stop with your arm,” Pridak said darkly. 


Toa Nuparu found getting out of Hahli’s cave to be just as easy as getting in had been. But the Toa of 
Water would not be able to just swim past the giant squid guarding her. She had told Nuparu he had no 
reason to worry. “It took some practice, but | finally know what this mask can do,” she assured him. 
“When you get out of the cave, don’t look my way, no matter what.” 

Nuparu knew better than to argue with her. She was, after all, the Toa with the best knowledge 
of the sea. He obligingly turned away once he was clear of the cavern. Had he not done so, he would have 
seen Hahli standing completely still at the mouth of the cave. The squid noticed her and began to move 
toward her, reaching out with its powerful tentacles. Then it paused. Bands of color were traveling up and 
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down Hahli’s body, shifting in intensity even as they moved faster. Puzzled, the squid watched intently, its 
huge eyes drawn to the bright colors and the pattern of their movement. In a matter of moments, the 
great sea beast was entranced. 

The bands of color stopped moving and faded away. The squid did not react. Satisfied, Hahli swam 
right past it and joined Nuparu. “What happened?” asked the Toa of Earth. 

“The mask,” Hahli answered. “It lets me mimic the powers of any sea creature. | remembered 
there was a hypnotic Rahi fish who could entrance prey, so | summoned that ability. The giant squid is 
unharmed, but when it awakens, we will be long gone.” 

“Sounds good to me,” said Toa Hewkii, swimming toward them. “The problem with water is it’s 
sO... wet.” 

“How did you get past your guard?” 

“| didn’t. Used my mask to cut off his gravity,” said Hewkii. “Too bad you missed it. You would 
believe a Takea shark can fly.” 


“Use your mask!” said Jaller. 

Toa Kongu shook his head. “Га really rather not.” 

Jaller floated in the water, feeling frustrated and helpless. His fire power had been enough to 
frighten off the venom eels that were guarding him, but the strain of using his elemental abilities 
underwater had exhausted him. On land, he was one of the most powerful Toa, but here he felt like one 
of the weakest. The best he could manage was a low, lukewarm flame from his sword, and that would not 
be enough to drive away the stingrays guarding Kongu. 

He turned at a sound behind him. A large hahnah crab was scuttling toward him, apparently 
attracted by his fire. This far beneath the sea, heat and light were a rarity. Unlike most creatures, this one 
did not seem to fear the flames. It regarded the Toa of Fire curiously. Jaller wondered if he himself had 
worn the same expression when he was a Matoran villager, meeting Toa Tahu for the first time. 

There wasn’t time to worry about that now. Kongu had unleashed an underwater cyclone and 
scattered the rays and was now heading for Jaller. By the time the two Toa heard the sound of a Barraki 
launcher being fired, it was too late. A slime-covered sea squid slammed into Kongu and latched itself onto 
his back with its tentacles. The Toa of Air struggled in vain to pull it free as the squid grafted itself onto 
his body. Once fully in place, the squid began draining the Toa’s life energies. Kongu spasmed and sank 
toward the sea floor. 

Toa Jaller raced to his aid, only to hear the launcher fire once more. He saw another squid hurtling 
toward him out of the darkness. He raised his sword and threw all his power into it, unleashing a blast of 
flame that incinerated the creature. There was no time to celebrate his victory. Two massive claws 
grabbed him from behind. Carapar lifted Jaller into the air and slammed him down hard onto the sea floor. 
Jaller rolled, scissored his legs onto the Barraki’s and knocked his foe off balance. 

A tentacle suddenly wrapped around the Toa’s throat. It was Kalmah pulling Jaller toward him. 
Carapar regained his balance and grabbed Jaller’s legs, one in each claw. “Time to make a wish,” the 
crablike Barraki said. 

Kongu could see all that was happening, but could not even help himself. Even concentrated air 
power could not tear the squid loose. With each moment, he was growing weaker. Once he passed out, 
both he and Jaller would be doomed. 

Something struck him. Kongu managed to turn his head to see the hahnah crab, which was now 
attacking the squid. Unable to fight back with its tentacles stuck to Kongu, the squid was being torn apart 
by the crab’s claws. Mortally wounded, the squid finally released its hold and floated up toward the surface. 
Kongu felt his strength returning, but it wasn’t fast enough. He had no choice — he had to use the power 
of his mask. 

Closing his eyes tightly, he triggered his Kanohi mask. His few attempts at using it before had 
convinced him its power was to summon creatures to Kongu’s side. But so far, each thing summoned had 
been worse or more bizarre than the last. He really didn’t want to see what was coming next. 
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As it turned out, shutting his eyes didn’t make things any better. He could feel the pounding 
beneath his feet, as if something was burrowing its way up from beneath the ocean floor. He could hear 
the sound of the ground being torn asunder nearby, the startled curses of the Barraki, and the panicked 
screech of the hahnah crab. Then he was tumbling through the water, struck by a massive undersea wave. 

When he finally righted himself, Kongu opened his eyes. The first thing he saw was a grotesque 
sea creature, easily two hundred feet high, looking like a cross between a whale and the giant, clawed 
slime-worms Onu-Matoran miners had run into in the past. It was nothing that had ever lumbered through 
the seas of Metru Nui or anywhere Matoran dwelled. The creature was ancient when the world was new, 
а relic of a past age when it was probably dwarfed by its fellow creatures. It had slumbered for millennia 
until awakened by Kongu’s Mask of Summoning... and it woke up in a bad mood. 

At first, the Barraki were too stunned to know how to react. Then Kalmah snapped his tentacle, 
sending Jaller flying toward the beast. Kongu took off after the Toa of Fire, swimming as fast as he could. 
With both Toa occupied, the two Barraki vanished into the black water. 

The creature caught sight of Jaller just before the Toa was going to strike its body. It lashed out 
with a clawed appendage and batted the Toa away, sending him back toward the ocean floor. He slammed 
into the approaching Kongu and both hit the earth hard. 

“What... what is that?” asked Jaller. “Where did it come from?” 

“Well, | told you | didn’t want to use the mask,” Kongu replied. 
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Entry 4: 

Approaching the fortress of the Dark Hunters on Odina is much like sticking one’s face into a nest of 
fireflyers... hungry fireflyers... ANGRY, hungry fireflyers. 

Although my fellow Toa Nuva and | had chosen the least guarded approach to the fortress, we still had 
to deal with our share of sentries and wandering Dark Hunters. The trick was to knock them out before they could 
raise an alarm — something that is much easier to do when you have Lewa along. A Toa of Air can create a quick 
vacuum around an enemy, and with no air, the sound of his shouts can’t travel. 

After making our way as quickly as we dared to the fortress, we stood at the rear stone wall. Pohatu made 
a stone hand emerge from the blocks to grab the lone guard and squeeze him into unconsciousness. Then another 
use of his power opened a way for us to get inside. 

The inside of the fortress was a maze. Worse, we had no real idea where the Staff of Artakha might be 
hidden. We might be searching for days. | whispered this to Tahu, and he shook his head. 

“The staff is valuable,” he said quietly. “The Dark Hunters will keep it with their treasures, which means 
not far from the Shadowed One’s throne. We find him, we find the staff.” 

“And find me you have,” a harsh voice said. It came from all around us, but there was no one else present. 
“Did you really think you could enter my fortress without my knowledge? Did you really think you could make it 
this far unless | wanted you here?” 

All around us, the corridor walls began to shift. Before we could react, we were sealed off in a stone prison. 

“Of course, | know six Toa Nuva could break out of this trap easily,” said the voice, which we all now 
realized must belong to the Shadowed One, leader of the Dark Hunters. “But 1 am hoping you will take the time 
to listen... | have an offer to make, and a secret to share.” 
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Toa Nuparu had discovered a little corner of paradise beneath the sea. He, Hewkii, and Hahli had 
split up to search for the Mask of Life. Nuparu had found no sign of that, but he had stumbled upon a 
cavern full of treasures. When Hahli and Hewkii found him, he was busily testing out a multibarreled 
weapon that looked like something that would be mounted on an airship. 

“Nuparu, what are you doing?” Hewkii demanded. The Toa of Earth turned, startled, and 
accidentally hit the weapon control. A minirocket blasted from the launcher, hitting the cave wall right 
next to Hewkii and blowing a hole in it. The Toa of Stone barely got out of the way in time. 

“Um, sorry,” said Nuparu. “You shouldn’t sneak up on people like that.” 

“Says the Toa wearing a Mask of Stealth,” Hewkii grumbled. “What is all this? Planning to start a 
war?” 

“No,” said Nuparu. “Just planning to still be around when it’s over.” 


The three Toa ran into Jaller and Kongu on the way back to Mahri Nui. None of them had seen any sign 
of the mask or had spotted Barraki during their search. But a large Takea shark with a damaged dorsal fin 
had been shadowing them since they reunited. The hahnah crab that was still following along behind Jaller 
bristled at the sight of the predator. 

Nuparu and Hewkii had brought a load of the weapons from the cave. The inscriptions on the 
side of them read “Cordak revolving blaster.” No one had a clue who had made them, but since “cordak” 
was a Matoran word meaning “desolation,” it wasn’t hard to guess their intended use. Kongu immediately 
took two. When the others gave him questioning looks, he simply said, “Two hands.” 

They expected to find Matoro waiting for them in Mahri Nui. Instead, they were met by a hail of 
solidified air bubbles from the city’s defenses. Пе ак stood by the launchers, saying, “Turn back! We have 
no need for ever-friends of the Barraki here!” 

“All right,” Jaller said to the others. “We don’t have time for this. Hewkii, you and | will take out 
the launchers, and the rest of you —” 

“| know an easier way,” Hahli cut in. “Kongu, use your power — make the air inside that bubble 
shove him out of it.” 

“What good will that do?” asked Kongu. “He has a personal air bubble around him, so he can 
breathe іп the water. He'll just swim back into the city.” 

Най! smiled. “ОН, по, he won’t. Do it.” 

Kongu summoned his elemental control of air, creating a hurricane force wind inside the air bubble 
directed just at Defilak. Before the Le-Matoran could grab on to anything, he had been flung out of the 
protective bubble and into the ocean. Hahli shot forward and began swimming in a circle around the 
Matoran, faster and faster, until the force of the whirlpool had stripped his air bubble away. All Defilak 
had left was the air in his lungs, and even that would not last long in the vacuum Hahli was creating. 
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Then the world abruptly stopped spinning. A strong arm grabbed him and hurled him back inside 
the city’s protective bubble. It belonged to Hahli, who now hovered in front of the launchers as if daring 
the villagers to shoot. “You see? If | wanted you dead, you would be dead. | don’t. Neither do my friends. 
We'd like to help, if you would just stop shooting at us long enough to let us do it.” 

“Why should | faith-trust you?” said Defilak. “Nothing in the Pit can be trusted.” 

“| ат not of the Pit,” said Hahli. “I am of the sea — it belongs to me, not to the Barraki or their 
servants. And through me, the sea belongs to you, too.” 

Defilak looked into the eyes of the Toa of Water. The decision he was about to make would 
change the future of Mahri Nui, for good or ill. “Very well. We will lower our weapons... for now. But 
how will you help us?” 

“The Barraki have something that belongs to us,” said Jaller. “We are going to get it back.” 

“And they’re going to resist... which is just too bad for them,” said Hewkii. “Give us a hand, and 
maybe you'll have six less Barraki to worry about when it’s all over.” 

When Hahli spoke again, it was more gently, as she remembered the valiant Matoran of Voya Nui. 
“Once that’s done... there are some other friends you might want to meet. | know they will want to meet 
you.” 

“If you are what you say you are, we have much to talk-discuss,” Defilak said. “But first, we will 
need to seek-find your other companion. He quick-fled into the black water and never returned... but 
with luck, maybe there is still a body left to recover.” 


Hovering in the shadowed waters nearby, Maxilos/Makuta smiled at his Toa companion. “How sweet, 
Matoro,” he said. “They are willing to spare a moment to recover your corpse.” 

“Shut up.” 

“Perhaps we should swim over there and tell them reports of your death are... premature. But 
not a word about who inhabits this crimson shell — you know what | can do to your friends, if | so choose.” 

Matoro looked into the dead eyes of the robotic Махіов. Іс was hard to believe a being of ultimate 
evil hid inside that crude mechanical body. “Why? Why are you doing this to me?” 

“Isn’t it obvious? It’s because you’re so good at keeping secrets.” 


Far below, Nocturn had finally grown tired of staring at, handling, and tossing and catching the strange 
mask the Barraki had left with him. He could tell from the activity in the water around him that Ehlek and 
the other Barraki were planning something. Sharks and eels and squid and rays were darting every which 
way, getting themselves ready for action. He wished he was with them, tearing and rending and destroying 
enemies — always a cure for boredom. 

Frustrated, he tossed the mask aside. It landed in the center of the Razor Whale’s Teeth and 
settled into the soft sand. Nocturn reached out to grab a passing mudfish, looking forward to the sound 
it made when crushed. To his disappointment, the second he touched it, the fish died. 

Puzzled, he tried again, only to find the same result. At first, it was sort of exciting. After all, he 
was now assured an endless supply of easily caught food. But somehow it was less satisfying when they 
didn’t put up a fight, when the life just drained out of them in an instant. 

So engrossed was Nocturn in his newfound ability that he stopped paying attention to the mask. 
He never noticed when a tiny blue sea creature crawled underneath the Mask of Life seeking shelter. Nor 
did he see the flare of energy from the mask when the little organism, called a gadunka, brushed against 
it. By the time he turned back to the mask, the damage was done. 

Nocturn wasn’t sure whether to be angry, pleased, or fearful about this new death touch he had 
acquired. He decided it would be best to go ask Ehlek about it. And if he ran into Pridak on the way... 
maybe Nocturn would shake his hand. 

He picked up the Mask of Life and left in search of the Barraki. Behind him, the little gadunka was 
already beginning to grow. 
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The five Toa enjoyed a brief, if happy, reunion with Matoro. If they were curious about his chilly attitude 
when introducing their new ally, Maxilos, they didn’t comment on it. There wasn’t time to worry about 
the Toa of Ice’s moods, not with the Mask of Life to find and an entire ocean to search. 

It was Maxilos who suggested the Toa would be better served by splitting up. Matoro started to 
object, then apparently thought better of the idea. Feeling it would be best that no one travel alone, Jaller 
suggested he would team with Kongu, Hewkii with Nuparu, and Hahli with Matoro and Maxilos. 

“That’s all right,” the Toa of Water said. “| will move faster on my own. After all, m more at 
home here than any of you.” 

As they double-checked their weapons, Defilak swam near. “Perhaps living so long in this night- 
black water has made us see only darkness in others,” he said. “If you are truly about to face great trouble- 
danger on behalf of Mahri Nui... we would be honored to call you Toa Mahri.” 

Not so very long ago, the Toa Inika had been Matoran. They had met Toa who came to their 
island and placed their faith and trust in those heroes. Their faith had been rewarded. Now it was their 
turn to protect a village of Matoran who were relying upon them. It was Matoro who finally put what they 
were all feeling into words. 

“The honor is ours, Defilak,” һе said. “We'll try to prove worthy of your trust.” 

Oh, yes, thought Makuta, master of shadows, in the body of Maxilos. Indeed we will. 
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Entry 5: 

If a Chronicler told me this story, | would never believe it. 

The Shadowed One’s story amounted to this: he had possessed the item we sought, the Staff of Artakha, 
but he had given it to the residents of the island of Xia as payment for a supply of weapons. He was willing to set 
us free and tell us where to most likely find the Staff, if we did a service for him. It seemed Roodaka, one of Xia’s 
“leading citizens,” had been selling the Dark Hunters information — and doing the same for their enemies, the 
Brotherhood of Makuta. The Shadowed One wanted her eliminated. 

To my surprise, Tahu agreed. It was only later he told me that he had other plans for Roodaka, plans that 
involved sending Lewa Nuva back to Metru Nui. Meanwhile, the rest of us headed to Xia. (Pohatu, of course, had 
to leave a little gift behind for the Dark Hunters. He told me later that within an hour after we left, every stone in 
the Shadowed One’s fortress was going to suddenly crumble to dust.) 

Г had never been there before, but | had heard the island was an industrialized nightmare. As it turned 
out, the accent was on the “nightmare” part — a massive beast called the Tahtorak was rampaging through the 
place, and an even nastier Rahi matching the description of the Kanohi Dragon was battling him. Buildings were 
collapsing, factories burning, even their famed Mountain had chunks torn out of it. It was utter chaos. 

Tahu sent Onua tunneling into the island to find the Staff in its underground hiding place. The rest of us 
did what we could to rescue the natives and get them out of the way of the beast battle. It was Kopaka who had 
the “good fortune” to find himself saving Roodaka. 

“Toa,” she spat, as if hating the taste of the word. “I don’t need your help!” 

“Perhaps not,” Kopaka replied, with an icy smile. “But we are going to get yours.” 
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CHARACTER GUIDE 


Gadunka 


Carapar looked back in time to see the horror dredged up from the sea floor locked in combat 
with the revived giant venom eel. It seemed like the sort of bad dream he usually had after feasting near 
Mantax’s reef. The Pit had always been a grim, nasty, and thoroughly revolting place to live, but now it 
was becoming downright unhealthy. 

He and Kalmah made for the latter’s cave, passing the “squid farm” on the way. Carapar would 
never have admitted it, but he always found this place a bit disturbing. Kalmah had discovered the existence 
of the sea squid shortly after the Barraki’s escape from imprisonment. They were unlike any creature the 
warlords were familiar with. For one thing, they had no armor or mechanical parts; they were purely 
organic tissue. For another, they did not come into being in a normal way, but rather were hatched from 
spheres with a thin, white surface. 

Kalmah found the creatures intriguing, particularly their habit of draining the life force directly out 
of their prey. He began to breed them, taking care to starve and abuse the young squid so that they grew 
up vicious and ravenous. This made them the perfect living weapons. With some reluctance, he shared 
the use of them with the other Barraki, but no one was under any illusions about the creatures. If Kalmah 
ever moved against his fellow Barraki, the vampiric sea squid would be part of his legion. 

As they entered the cavern, both Barraki were surprised to see the other warlords waiting for 
them. Takadox and Mantax were in darkened corners, feasting on any squid too slow or weak to escape 
from them. Ehlek was on the cave floor, in obvious pain from a bad gash on the organic tissue of his 
shoulder. Pridak stood over him, teeth bared. 

“For the last time, Ehlek — where is he? Where has he taken the mask?” 

Ehlek shook his head. “I don’t know. Do you think I’m such a fool that Ра let Nocturn leave with 
the mask and not go with him?” 

“| don’t know,” answered Pridak. “You are foolish enough to try my patience, so nothing is beyond 
your depths of idiocy.” 

“What is this?” demanded Kalmah. He used his tentacle to yank first Takadox, and then Mantax, 
out into the center of the cave. Takadox just smiled in response, a lone squid arm still dangling from his 
mandibles. Seeing Kalmah’s gaze fixed on it, he said, “Snacks for later.” 

“We left the Mask of Life with Nocturn,” said Mantax, in a tone that suggested no other 
explanation was necessary. 

“And he’s walked off with іс,” Kalmah guessed correctly. “Since he’s Ehlek’s lieutenant, Pridak 
decided an interrogation was needed... code for ‘Pridak hadn’t eaten іп an hour.” 

“Actually, we thought perhaps you, Carapar, and those Toa might have persuaded Nocturn to 
hand it over, and then... eased him out of this life,” said Takadox. “But don’t worry, Kalmah. | told them 
you would never do such a thing.” 

“Of course not,” said Kalmah. 

“For one thing, you’re not that smart,” Takadox finished. 
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“| don’t have the mask, but | know where to look,” Kalmah said, ignoring the jibe. “The Toa — 
they’ve escaped. They must have found it and taken it.” 

“Then we find them,” snarled Pridak. “And when we’re done, we scatter the remains to the 
sharks.” 

Kalmah hauled Ehlek to his feet and the Barraki exited the cave, Takadox and Mantax lagging 
behind. “Always to the sharks,” said Takadox. “Ah, well, | almost feel sorry for that group of Toa, hunted 
and doomed as they are... and just when they thought it was safe to come into the Pit.” 


Toa Hahli swam slowly through a massive coral reef, her eyes scanning the ocean floor. She had used the 
power of her mask to give her perfect vision in the dark waters, so that the Mask of Life would not escape 
her sight. The result was a view of ocean life beyond anything she had ever imagined. The myriad creatures 
who swam in and around the reef looked nothing like the fish she had so often caught off the island of 
Mata Nui. Some were hideously ugly, others stunningly beautiful, and all strange and different in some way. 
If her mission were not so desperate, she could easily have spent days just exploring this natural wonder. 

I wish Matoro or Jaller could see this, she thought. They are both always so serious, especially Jaller. 1 
wonder where it’s written that Toa of Fire are not allowed to smile? 

A powerful pincer erupted out of the ground, grabbing her around the waist. Before she could 
react, she had been yanked down to the ocean floor hard enough to stun her. Hahli heard the sands 
shifting and the clicking of metallic mandibles. She swung her triple-bladed weapon blindly. It struck 
something hard and she heard a cry of pain. In that moment, the pincer’s grip on her weakened slightly. 
She kicked free and turned to see her attacker. 

Mantax was half in and half out of the sand. Her blow had struck him below his armored shoulder 
plates, damaging the muscle. He looked at Hahli with pure hatred and surged up toward her, trying to jab 
her with his head spikes. She dodged his thrust, then fired her cordak blaster at the sea bottom. The 
resulting explosion of sand blinded Mantax. He whirled this way, then that, but by the time he could see 
again, Hahli was gone. 

The Barraki knew the Toa had not gone far. She was stalking him, as he was her. He made 
preparations, and then slipped back underground at the main junction of the reef. There he waited, his 
spikes and his blue eyes barely visible above the sand. Eventually, she would swim by again and he would 
have her. 

Not very far away, Hahli was swimming slowly through the narrow passages of the reef. She had 
used her mask power to give her a chameleon ability, so that her body blended in with her surroundings. 
She knew the outcome of her skirmish with the Barraki was an exception to the rule. Under the sea, 
whoever struck first usually won the battle, and Hahli was determined it would be her. 

There! She spotted Mantax’s telltale spikes jutting out of the sand just ahead. The Barraki was 
keeping watch in the other direction. He would never see her attack coming until it was too late. Най! 
struck, firing her blaster even as she unleashed her elemental water power. 

Suddenly, something jabbed into the muscles of her right leg. She turned her head to see Mantax 
behind her, using his head spikes to inject paralyzing venom. Confused, she looked back and saw that her 
blast had unearthed a pile of sea creature bones, no doubt placed there by the Barraki as a decoy. Already, 
she could feel her limbs going numb as the venom spread. In a few moments, the paralysis would reach 
her lungs and she would die here, in the depths of the Pit. 


Jaller waited for Kongu to say something. He could see that the Toa of Air was just itching to make a 
comment about being underwater and having to search cave after cave instead of being under an open sky 
and soaring on the wind. 

“All right, say it,” said the Toa of Fire. 

“Say what?” 
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“You know what,” said Jaller. “Some tree-speak complaint about being cold and wet, bumping 
your head on cave ceilings, and already being tired of smelling like fish... just say it and let’s get it over 
with, so we can keep searching.” 

“No, | don’t deep-think 1 will.” 

“Why not?” 

“| don’t have to,” said Kongu. “You already speak-said it. By the way, is this cave number four 
hundred or five hundred? | lost count.” 

Jaller sighed. “Оо you ever stop joking? You didn’t act like this when you commanded the Gukko 
bird force in Le-Koro, did you?” 

Kongu shrugged. “I wasn’t опе of six Toa deciding the fate of the universe then, either. Sure, | was 
grim and serious a lot of the time running the force — but Toa Lewa Nuva taught me that sometimes a 
little humor helps everyone relax and keep things in perspective. Besides, |айег,” he added, with a smile, 
“between you and Hewkii, ‘grim and serious’ is already covered оп this team.” 

Jaller nodded. Not for the first time, he reminded himself that Kongu could have done just as good 
a job leading the team as he had. Matoro and Hahli, on the other hand, didn’t have experience leading 
Matoran into battle. Yet somehow the Toa of Ice seemed to want to take charge, and Hahli had insisted 
on exploring on her own despite his warnings. Before this crisis is over, he thought, this team is going to have 
to come together behind one leader — whether it’s me or someone else. 

The two Toa swam into the cavern. Kongu did have another good point — they had been searching 
hours and found nothing, and it was beginning to look like the Barraki had found a better hiding place for 
the mask than a cave. But they wouldn’t know until they had searched them all. 

“Hey,” said Kongu. “What are those?” 

Jaller glanced to his right. The base of the cave wall was lined with white spheres. He moved closer 
for a better look. They weren’t rocks or some kind of natural deposit. Their surface was smooth, but 
seemed fragile, and he was amazed none had broken, stacked on top of each other as they were. Jaller 
reached out to touch one and his eyes widened. 

“There’s something alive in there!” he said. “1 can feel it moving!” 

Kongu pointed back toward the cavern entrance. “There are more back there, and the shells are 
cracking. Do you think this is some kind of home-nest for really short Bohrok?” 

“Or that thing that attacked you before... Be prepared for anything.” 

“Oh,” said Kongu. “I could prepare a lot better from outside... way outside, even.” 

Before the startled eyes of the two Toa Mahri, the shells cracked. Tentacles of varying colors 
slithered between the cracks, forcing the openings wider. A cylindrical body and head appeared next, cold 
eyes regarding the Toa. Then the sea squid launched themselves at the heroes, hungry for their first meal. 
Dozens of the creatures swarmed over the two Toa, latching on with their tentacles and draining the life 
energies of their prey. Before Jaller or Kongu could defend themselves, they felt their strength deserting 
them. 

Just before the world went black, Jaller looked up to see Kalmah and Carapar standing at the 
mouth of the cave. “Feed, my little ones,” Kalmah said. “But leave something for your master as well.” 


“Can | ask you something?” said Nuparu to Hewkii. The two were making their way through a deep trench 
in the ocean floor, searching for some sign of the Mask of Life. 

“What?” 

“Do you ever miss home? | mean, Metru Nui?” 

“Sure, | do,” Hewkii shrugged. “Don’t you?” 

“All the time,” said Nuparu. “| guess it’s just... you were always so popular, you had a lot of 
friends. You have a lot to miss, but you don’t talk about home very much.” 

Hewkii floated down to a rocky outcropping and looked at Nuparu. “Listen, just because | don’t 
sit around complaining about how much | miss my home and my friends, that doesn’t mean | don’t think 


about them. But we have a job to do, Nuparu, and | figure the sooner we get it done, the sooner | can 
see home again. Feeling sad about what | miss is a luxury | don’t have time for right now.” 

“| understand,” Nuparu said. “Hey, what’s that?” 

The Toa of Earth was pointing to a large mass in the center of the trench, just barely in their range 
of vision. As they moved closer, Hewkii saw it was a huge tree stump buried in the sand, roots up. The 
tangled roots sticking in all directions gave the stump the appearance of a large head with serpents for 
hair. It was only when they got right on top of it that the two Toa realized that in this case, appearances 
were not deceiving. 

Nuparu’s eyes, adjusted to seeing in darkness, spotted them first. “Eels!” he shouted. 

Now Hewkii saw them. They were everywhere, their sleek, black bodies twisted around the 
roots. Sensing intruders, they slithered free and headed for the Toa. 

“Oh, no, you’re not,” said Hewkii. Using his mask, he increased the pull of gravity on the nearest 
eels, slamming them into the ground. At the same time, Nuparu caused the sea floor to open, swallowing 
the eels’ nest whole. Hewkii followed that up with a solid slab of stone that sealed off the opening. Startled, 
the rest of the creatures fled. 

“Hahli would be proud,” Nuparu chuckled. “Earth and stone, victors under the sea! Right, 
Hewkii?” 

When һе got no answer, Nuparu turned around. Hewkii was nowhere to be seen. 

“Hewkii? Where are you?” the Toa of Earth said, activating his Mask of Stealth as he did so, not 
knowing it was already too late. His presence had been detected by a natural predator attuned to the 
movements of the water. Every move Nuparu made sent a tiny ripple through the ocean that pointed to 
his location. 

He was getting nervous. Nothing could take Hewkii without a fight, but there was no sign of the 
Toa of Stone. Blaster at the ready, Nuparu swam back the way they had come, searching for his friend. 

He didn’t see the huge metallic claw until it was too late. The instant after he was seized in its 
grip, a powerful electric shock jolted him into unconsciousness. Thus Nuparu was spared the unpleasant 
feeling of being carried to the edge of an undersea chasm and dumped in, drifting down to rest beside 
Hewkii. Their captor turned from the watery would-be grave and walked away, having already forgotten 
about the two Toa. 


Back when Toa Matoro had been just another villager on the island of Mata Nui, he had sat down to 
discuss with Kopaka Nuva what life as a Toa was like. The Toa Nuva of Ice had listened politely to his 
questions, and then said, “Half of being a Toa, Matoro, is being prepared for the unexpected. The other 
half is being smart enough to know that you really can’t ever prepare for that which you don’t expect.” 

“Then what do you do?” Matoro had asked. 

“You improvise, translator,” Kopaka Nuva replied. “And you try not to let your enemies find out 
you’re doing it.” 

The words of the Toa Nuva of Ice came back to Matoro as he hovered in the water beside 
Maxilos. They were confronted by more than two hundred Takea sharks and an assortment of other sea 
creatures so revolting he didn’t even care to look at them. If ever there was a time for improvising, this 
was it. 

“All right, here’s what we do,” he said to his “partner.” But Maxilos did not respond, simply looked 
straight ahead with a cold, robotic stare. There was no sign of Makuta’s presence inside the armored form. 
Great, thought Matoro. When he’s not wanted — which is virtually all the time — you can’t get rid of him. When 
you do want him, he’s back to being a puff of smoke someplace. 

Pridak suddenly appeared in the midst of the sharks, flanked by Takadox. The latter eyed Matoro 
as if the Toa were a potential meal, and then said, “Tell us, Toa — where is the Mask of Life?” 

Matoro saw Pridak snarl at his fellow Barraki. He couldn’t hear what was said, but he could guess. 
They've lost the mask — probably think we took it, he thought. But just in case we didn’t, Pridak didn’t want us to 
know it was missing. Too late now. 


“Sorry, | never discuss such important matters in the middle of an aquarium,” the Toa of Ice said. 
“Tell the sharks to take a walk — or a swim — and we can have a talk.” 

Pridak smiled. The sharks moved in closer, restless for the hunt. “Do you know where you are, 
Toa? This is a Takea shark hunting ground. The sea floor underneath you is littered with the bodies of 
creatures that weren’t fast enough to get away. Do you think you’re fast enough?” 

“| don’t have to Бе,” Matoro answered. “Not as long as I’m strong enough to fight back.” 

Triggering his elemental power, he froze the water around Pridak and Takadox into a solid block. 
It sank like a stone out of sight. He was just about to congratulate himself on an easy victory when he 
heard an explosion from down below and saw shards of ice flying through the water. They were followed 
by Pridak and Takadox, still scraping super-cold ice fragments off their limbs. 

“15 that the best you can do, Toa?” said Pridak. 

“| don’t know. Are you worthy of my best?” 

The Toa of Ice called upon his Kanohi mask power, throwing more willpower into the act than 
he ever had before. Far below, long-dead sea creatures began to stir as artificial life flooded their bodies. 
Heavy-lidded eyes snapped open as limbs shook off the sleep of ages. One by one, the vanquished rose, 
vengeance in their hearts. Scattered groups began to swim toward Matoro, gathering behind him in an 
undead legion. Some looked almost as powerful and formidable as they had the day they died. Others had 
obviously suffered the tender mercies of the Takea shark. Together, they were enough to make even a 
Barraki hesitate. 

Across the span of black water, two armies stared into each other’s cold eyes — one living, one 
an imitation of life. Pridak’s gaze was fixed on Toa Matoro, searching for some sign of weakness. He saw 
none. 

“We appear to be evenly matched,” said the Barraki finally. 

“Not so,” Matoro replied, flashing a cold smile as he gestured to his reanimated army. “My side 
has nothing left to lose.” 


Entry 6: 

As it turned out, Lewa Nuva did not have to go all the way back to Metru Nui to find who Tahu had sent 
him to find. The six Rahaga had heard about the events on Xia and, amazingly enough, were on their way to help 
the Vortixx. (I hope someday to be as generous as they are). 

Now, for the first time in over 1000 years, they were face to face with Roodaka, the being who had 
transformed them from Toa into their current bestial forms. 

“Your island is being destroyed by the Tahtorak and the Kanohi Dragon,” Kopaka said to her. “And the 
Dark Hunters want you dead — odds are the Brotherhood of Makuta does too, or soon will. Help us and maybe 
we can help you.” 

“We want nothing from her,” spat Rahaga Norik. “Let her meet the fate she so richly deserves.” 

But Roodaka was smart enough to know when she was in an impossible situation. Making no effort to 
disguise her contempt for us, she nevertheless raised her Rhotuka launcher and fired at the Rahaga. The spinners 
struck all six of them, and before our eyes, a miracle happened - six twisted, mutated Rahaga transformed into 
six tall, strong, and powerful Toa Hagah! 

“This is... amazing,” said Toa Gaaki, looking with wonder at her reborn Toa armor. “Norik, it’s over — we 
are heroes again!” 

“You were always heroes,” said Tahu, smiling. “Now you just look the part.” 

Our celebration was cut short by the arrival of Опиа Nuva. Не had been sent to retrieve the Staff of 
Artakha from a store room deep underground. But he carried no staff and looked as if he had been beaten to 
within an inch of his life. 


“A Makuta... named Icarax... he was already there... stole the staff,” the Toa of Earth gasped. “He was 
wearing the Mask of Shadows... said the Brotherhood was his now... and soon the realm of Karzahni will be 
too...” 

Toa Hagah Bomonga spoke up. “It sounds like you have urgent matters to deal with, Toa Nuva. We will 
stay and deal with the situation here.” He gave Roodaka a long, hard look. “We know how to deal with the likes 
of her.” 

Tahu Nuva nodded his thanks, then turned to us. “We need that staff, and we’re going to have it — even 
if we have to tear it from a Makuta’s dead hands. Let’s go.” 
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Under normal circumstances, Mantax would have enjoyed watching Hahli struggle for her life. 
After all, what good was having the ability to paralyze your prey if you couldn’t watch its last moments, as 
it sank to the sea bottom gasping for breath? 

Unfortunately, he had no time for that pleasure now. The Mask of Life was still missing, and if the 
Toa didn’t have it, he would have to face the possibility that one of the other Barraki had claimed it. 
Mantax hoped that was not the case. After thousands of years allied with them in the League of Six 
Kingdoms, and many thousands more as prisoners of the Pit, it would have been a shame if he and his 
army of rays had to lay waste to everything the others had built. 

It wasn’t here. He had retraced her route, checked every possible hiding place along the way, but 
without success. There was nothing left to do but return to the Toa’s corpse and plan his next course of 
action. Maybe this water Toa had passed the mask on to one of her allies? He should have thought to ask 
her before killing her. 

The next thing Mantax knew, he had been pulled off his feet and was flying headlong through the 
water. He came to an abrupt stop, slamming into a rock wall. Then he was being yanked the other way, 
only to crash into another slab of stone. The two blows were enough to scramble his senses, but not so 
much he couldn’t make out the Toa he had defeated swimming toward him. 

“Riptide,” said Toa Hahli. “You really should watch out for those.” 

“Impossible,” hissed Mantax. “Riptides only happen near the shore. We are nowhere near land.” 

“Nothing is impossible,” said Hahli. “1 learned the ways of water from Turaga Nokama and Toa 
Gali Nuva. The ocean shelters me, heals me... and obeys me.” 

Mantax felt another current taking hold of him. This time, he dug his pincer into the rock so he 
could not be moved. “Then speak, Toa. A Barraki knows when to fight and when to listen.” 

“Why did you attack me?” 

“How did you survive?” 

“There are beasts of the sea immune to any venom, and | am as well, if | choose,” Най! answered. 
She added a silent thanks to her Kanohi mask, whose ability to grant her the powers of various ocean 
creatures had saved her. 

“I want the Mask of Life,” said Mantax. “| thought you had it.” 

“And | thought you did,” said Hahli. “While ууе ге fighting, whoever does have it will be escaping 
with it.” 

“Your friends?” 

“No,” Hahli said, shaking her head. “Yours.” 

Mantax regarded her coldly. As a rule, he had no use for Toa. They were too conscience-bound 
to be ruthless, and always so quick to oppose the plans of their betters. But one thing about them he 
believed to be true: Toa were not liars. And if this water Toa was telling the truth... 

“| have no friends,” said Mantax. “Only enemies | haven’t killed yet.” 
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“Nuparu! Wake up!” 

“Go away,” muttered the Toa of Earth. “1 don’t want to go to work today. There’s a spare Boxor 
vehicle over there, if you want one.” 

“Nuparu, you kolhii-head — you’re dreaming!” said Hewkii, smacking his fellow Toa in the mask. 
“And if you don’t wake up quick, you might not wake up at all.” 

Nuparu’s eyes flashed to life. He looked around to see he was lying at the bottom of an 
underwater trench. Hewkii was crouched over him. The Toa of Earth adjusted his mask and said, irritated, 
“What did you hit me for? You know we can get out of here whenever we like.” 

“Good. Then tell them,” Hewkii replied, gesturing over his shoulder. 

Nuparu sat up and saw what his friend was talking about. The sides of the trench were riddled 
with holes, each one housing a large, eyeless breed of eel. The mouth of each one was filled with more 
than a thousand needle-like teeth. They jutted out of their holes, craning their bodies to snap at any fish 
that went by. He saw one stretch almost the entire width of the trench to catch a tiny red darter, then 
slowly withdraw into its nest. 

“Okay, climbing is out,” said the Toa of Earth. “What about your mask power?” 

“We won't rise fast enough,” said Hewkii. “1 could make them heavier, but there’s ап awful lot of 
them. | tried blocking their holes with elemental stone, but the mud’s so soft, the rocks just fell down to 
the bottom of the trench. Before | tried anything that could get us permanently dead, | figured I’d better 
wake you up.” 

“| know a way out,” said Nuparu. “But l'Il need your help to make it work.” 

“Does it involve levers, pulleys, bits and pieces of Bohrok, or gears bigger than | am?” asked 
Hewkii. 

“No. It involves explosions. Lots and lots of explosions.” 

Hewkii smiled. “Then I’m your Toa.” 

A few moments later, the two Toa Mahri stood back to back. Hewkii shouted, “Со!” Nuparu 
called on his elemental power to form a column of earth beneath their feet, lifting them toward the top 
of the trench. As he did so, Hewkii fired his Cordak blaster at any eel that appeared, while using his stone 
power against the rest. His attack blew large holes in the trench, sending some of the creatures tumbling 
toward the bottom. 

They were almost at the top when one ambitious Rahi vaulted from its hole through the water 
and wrapped itself around Hewkii. Off balance, the Toa of Stone tumbled off the earthen column. Nuparu 
spotted him just in time and grabbed Hewkii’s arm, but the eel was going for its victim’s throat. 

“Let go!” yelled the Toa of Stone. “I can’t shoot the blaster with you so close!” 

“If you use it at such close range, you’ll blow your own head ой!” Nuparu shouted back. He 
dropped his own blaster and grabbed the eel by the throat. It hissed and twisted, trying to sink its teeth 
into Nuparu’s arm. 

Hewkii took advantage of the breather to bring the power of his mask to bear. He lowered the 
creature’s personal gravity, so that it floated up and off his body. Nuparu released his grip on the Rahi just 
as Hewkii used his mask again to raise and lower the gravity of the creature in specific spots, effectively 
tying it into a knot. Then he flung it back into the open sea. 

Nuparu gave Hewkii a hand up. They had reached the top of the trench now. A welcoming 
committee was waiting for them: Ehlek and thirty or forty electric eels. 

“All right, let’s take him apart,” growled Hewkii. “And when мие ге done down here, | don’t want 
to see even a puddle of water ever again.” 

“Got a better idea,” said Nuparu, smiling. “There are a few big sharks swimming way above where 
our friend is standing. What do you think would happen if they suddenly gained weight?” 

Hewkii nodded. Once again, he used his mask, this time to increase gravity around the sharks 
Nuparu had spotted. Suddenly, the hunters of the sea were diving at high speed, smashing into the Barraki 
and the eels. The creatures responded with shocks to what they thought was an attack. Angered, the 


sharks attacked for real, savaging the Barraki’s force in a frenzy. The two Toa could hear Ehlek cursing 
Pridak as he withdrew. 

“You know what?” said Nuparu. “1 think we just ruined a friendship.” 

“Yeah,” agreed Hewkii, smiling. “And I’m all broken up about it.” 


With his strength fading, Jaller knew he had to take a desperate gamble. Reaching out blindly, he grabbed 
Kongu’s arm and sent a blast of searing heat through both their bodies. The squid attacking them shrieked 
in pain and detached themselves, fleeing for the open water. 

The two Toa Mahri staggered to their feet. Kongu leaned on the cavern wall for support as he 
eyed the two Barraki. “You call yourselves warlords?” he spat. “Warlords don’t quick-hide behind Rahi 
beasts. They do their own killing.” 

“We are also smart enough to tell when an enemy is trying to bait us,” said Kalmah. “In our time, 
entire nations bowed before us... cities fell... armies were destroyed. Do you really think a group of 
condemned Toa will prove more than a moment’s annoyance?” 

Jaller stood up straight, showing none of the exhaustion he felt. “We weren’t condemned here,” 
he said. “You Barraki got it wrong.” 

“Why else would you be here?” said Carapar. “Nobody comes here unless they have to.” 

“We came from an island on the surface called Voya Nui,” Jaller replied. “УУе ге here for the 
Mask of Life. Help us get our hands оп it, and we'll show you the way out of this place.” 

Kalmah laughed for a long time. It wasn’t a pleasant sound. “Езсаре to where? Look at us, Toa — 
we have been changed by this place. We can no longer live on the surface, and neither can you.” 

Jaller smiled. “But the mask can change that — that’s what you think, isn’t it? That’s why you want 
it. We can make a deal... or we can fight, and risk the mask getting destroyed in the battle.” 

“Since when do Toa make deals?” asked Carapar, snapping his claws angrily. “Don’t treat us like 
we’re Rahi — before we wound up here, your kind lived in fear of us. Everyone did.” 

“Past days,” said Kongu. “Is that all you have?” 

“We earned the right to rule,” said Kalmah quietly. “It is a right we never willingly surrendered. 
If we aid you now, it means going up against our allies.... What do you have to offer that is worth that?” 

Jaller was silent for a moment. Then he said, “When the Mask of Life is back in our hands, Barraki, 
we'll make sure you get all you have earned and everything you deserve. Oppose us — and | swear to you 
by Mata Nui, we will destroy the mask before you ever get your claws on it.” 

The Toa of Fire waited for a response. He didn’t believe for a moment the two Barraki would 
truly honor any bargain made between them. But if it got him and Kongu out of this cave in one piece, he 
would worry about the inevitable betrayal later. 

“Your offer is intriguing,” said Kalmah. “But promises and vows mean nothing beneath the waves. 
Even if we agreed, Pridak would never go along with aiding Toa. So you are going to do a favor for us in 
return for our assistance.” 

“What favor?” asked Jaller. 

“Kill Pridak. Then we'll talk.” 


Matoro swam in the midst of a nightmare. All around him, Takea sharks were locked in battle with their 
reanimated victims. The carnage was mind-numbing, overwhelming, and more than a little sickening. 
Pridak’s legions destroyed their foes, only to see them rise again through the power of the Toa’s mask. 
And each time it happened, Matoro felt as if he had lost another part of himself. 

Is this the price the Mask of Life asks to save the Great Spirit Mata Nui? the Toa of Ice asked himself. 
Already, I’ve seen Matoran enslaved, Piraka driven mad, Brutaka betraying everything he ever believed in, all in the 
name of a cursed mask. And now more death and destruction, this time through my actions. Where does it end? 

“It doesn’t, you fool,” said Maxilos/Makuta. 

“So,” said Matoro. “You are still in that body. | thought you had fled at the first sign of danger.” 


“It seemed like a good idea to remain silent,” the Master of Shadows replied. “The Barraki and | 
are... old friends. It is an acquaintance | prefer not to renew.” 

“You may not have a choice. They show no sign of backing down.” 

“There are always choices... some easier than others. The Barraki made theirs eighty thousand 
years ago when they decided to challenge Mata Nui. Now they are living with the consequences.” 

“Just like you?” 

Makuta laughed through the mouth of Maxilos. “Yes, | made my choices, too. But it is not | who 
will have to face the consequences of them — it’s you and your kind, Toa. You have not yet begun to pay 
the price demanded of you.” 

There was a sudden movement on the right flank as a school of Takea sharks slammed into 
Matoro’s forces. His ranks were shattered by the ferocity of the attack, and the sharks shot forward 
before the Toa could reanimate his soldiers again. Pridak was no novice when it came to battle. He had 
studied Matoro’s tactics and realized the key to victory was shock and speed. The Toa of Ice used his 
elemental power to freeze as many of the attackers as he could, but more moved in to replace them. 

“You could help!” Matoro snapped at Maxilos. “You keep saying you want me to win.” 

“Choices, little Toa,” said Maxilos. “It all comes down to choices. Unless | am mistaken, the Barraki 
called Ehlek has made a very bad one for himself and a very good one for us.” 

Now Matoro could see what Maxilos was referring to. Hundreds of thousands of eels were 
swimming toward the battle from the west. But when the creatures arrived, they didn’t join with the 
sharks to attack the Toa’s forces. Instead, they mobbed the Takea, overcoming the sharks with sheer 
numbers and scattering the schools. Within a matter of moments, the backbone of Pridak’s attack was 
broken, destroyed by his own ally’s army. 

“What’s going on?” asked Matoro. “I thought all the Barraki were оп the same side.” 

“Throw a group of your enemies into the vilest prison imaginable and they will forge a stronger 
bond, for they are all sharing the same misery,” Maxilos replied. “But offer even the glimpse of a means of 
escape, and they will tear each other to shreds scrambling for the exit.” 

Matoro said nothing. What was going on before his eyes was worse than anything he could 
imagine. It was the full fury of nature unleashed, yet it was not natural at all — these creatures were fighting 
and dying for no other reason than that two Barraki and a Toa wanted them to. 

“Consider yourself lucky,” said Maxilos. “It’s not every day one gets to see a war begin.” 
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Entry 7: 

І stand amidst the bodies of my friends and teammates, not knowing whether they are alive or dead. 
Before me stands Makuta Icarax, Staff of Artakha in his claw. Only 1, Gali Nuva, am left to stand between him 
and whatever nightmare is to come. 

When we сате to the realm of Karzahni in pursuit of Icarax, we found hundreds of Matoran, their spirits 
as crushed as their bodies were distorted. These victims of Karzahni had been inexplicably abandoned (for there 
was no sign of the realm’s ruler when we arrived, or the Manas he was said to command). With gentle words and 
a great deal of patience, Lewa and Onua were able to convince the Matoran to leave their prison and head north 
toward Metru Nui. 

It turned out we had no need to search for Icarax — he struck at us from ambush. At first we thought he 
was the Makuta we had fought before, for he wore the Mask of Shadows. But he was, if anything, a more skilled 
and ferocious warrior, felling my teammates with swift, sure blows. 

Now | must make a choice — do | do what | must to stop Icarax, risking my friends’ lives (if they still live)? 
Or до let him escape? There really is no choice. Even as he gloats over his triumph, | am summoning every last 
bit of moisture from the air for hundreds of kio around. | am merging it together, bending it to my will, preparing 
to unleash all my elemental power in one single explosion of force. 

And I do... and I hope to the Great Beings І never will again. 
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A wall of water two hundred bio high crashes into the realm of Karzahni, shattering buildings, leveling 
everything and everyone in its path. | strain to make the currents obey, but cannot snatch the Staff from Icarax’s 
hand. | do succeed in using my mask power to allow my friends to breathe water. 

When the flood tide subsides, Icarax is gone and the Toa Nuva, somehow, survive. Of this realm, nothing 
is left... nothing but a Noble Hau floating on the water, one which once belonged to a hero. Tahu saves it from 
being lost, and that is good. | look around at the destruction | have caused, and wonder if too much has already 
been lost today. 


3,000 years ago... 

Lhikan, Toa of Fire, stood silent in the gathering darkness. Around him, a small crowd of Matoran 
had formed, murmuring to each other in shocked tones. He could imagine the shock and horror they 
were feeling — after all, he was feeling it too. 

“How could this have happened? Ta-Metru has so many safeguards...” he muttered. 

“Sometimes, the ways of Mata Nui are a mystery indeed,” said Turaga Dume. “| have already asked 
Jala to investigate the accident.” 

Lhikan knelt down beside the still, ruined body of the Ta-Matoran. He lay where he had fallen after 
a vat of molten protodermis had inexplicably tipped and spilled its searing contents on him. It was an awful 
way to die. 

“Clear the villagers out of here,” Lhikan said to Dume. “The area may not be safe. As soon as 
Nidhiki gets back -” 

“l am back.” The Toa of Air landed lightly next to his comrade. “I examined the vat, the cable, and 
the connectors, like you asked. It’s amazing how... small everyone looks from up there.” 

“What did you find?” snapped Lhikan, impatiently. 

“The connectors were tampered with,” Nidhiki answered. “Whoever did it didn’t even try to 
make it look like an accident. This was murder, Lhikan.” 

At the sound of the word, the Vahki Nuurakh moved in close. It was the job of these mechanoids 
to enforce order in the city, a task they performed coldly and efficiently. Nidhiki glanced at them with 
undisguised contempt and gave one a shove. 

“Back off,” he snarled. “This was a living being once. You wouldn’t understand that.” 

Lhikan reached out and gingerly rolled the body over. His eye was immediately drawn to a small 
stone tablet that had been under the corpse. Two words were written on it in the language of the Matoran: 

“Toa Tuyet.” 


“| don’t have any idea,” said Tuyet, Toa of Water. “| barely even know any Ta-Matoran.” 

“Well, that’s understandable,” said Nidhiki. “They’re not the most interesting bunch.” 

“Think,” said Lhikan. “Are you sure you never met him? Could he have been carrying a message 
to you?” 

Tuyet shook her head. “I’m sorry. | don’t know. | haven’t even left Ga-Metru in days, let alone 
gone to the other side of the сісу. Гуе been helping Nokama on some improvements to the labs.” 

“All right,” said Lhikan. “With the other Toa away on missions, there’s just the three of us to 
protect the city. So take care and keep a careful eye out. Someone killed that Matoran and we can’t let it 
happen again.” 

Later, Nidhiki and Lhikan walked toward the Chute Station. The Toa of Fire obviously didn’t want 
to talk, but that had never stopped Nidhiki before. 


“So, murderous Matoran,” said the Toa of Air. “That should liven things up.” 

“There’s nothing amusing about this.” 

“Sure, there is, fearless leader,” Nidhiki said. “For example, a brilliant Toa of Fire overlooking the 
obvious — that’s pretty funny.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Okay, let’s say this is about some message meant for Tuyet. What if the tablet is only a part of 
the message?” 

“Part of it? Then where’s the other part?” 

Nidhiki smiled a bitter smile. “He’s lying on а slab іп Ta-Metru, Lhikan, and he’s very, very dead.” 


Kongu was late for work. He should have been at his station a half hour ago to relieve the night chute 
flow controller. As a result, he was in such a hurry that he never noticed there was something in the road 
until he stumbled over it. 

He got to his feet, grumbling and brushing himself off. Who would leave something just lying in 
the street like that, where it could be a hazard? 

He had half a mind to complain to the Vahki. 

Then he stopped. Behind his mask, his eyes widened. The first rays of dawn had illuminated the 
object in the road now, and Kongu could see it for what it was: a dead Le-Matoran, mask shattered from 
a fall. In his hand, he clutched a stone tablet that read “Toa Tuyet.” 


A cursory investigation by Lhikan and Nidhiki revealed that the cables in which the Le-Matoran had been 
working had been slashed. If the news of one murder disturbed the population of Metru Nui, word of a 
second sent Matoran into a panic. Vahki were working non-stop to keep residents working rather than 
staying hidden inside their homes. 

Leaving Nidhiki to search for any remaining clues, Lhikan traveled to Ga-Metru. Tuyet wasn’t at 
the Great Temple or Nokama’s school and hadn’t been seen all day. The lightstones in her living quarters 
had been doused, but a little darkness had never stopped Lhikan. Pushing the door open, he conjured a 
flame to illuminate the dwelling. 

The sudden light startled Tuyet. She had been standing against the back wall, gazing out of the 
window, lost in thought. When she saw Lhikan, she relaxed, though not very much. 

“| should have expected you,” she said. 

Lhikan nodded. “There’s been another death. Tuyet, | know you don’t like Nidhiki, so | left him 
behind. You and | have been friends for thousands of years. We've traveled together, fought together, and 
once almost died together. If you know something about what’s going on, you have to tell me.” 

Tuyet looked down at the ground. A long moment passed before she spoke. “If | do... PII put you 
in danger. The best thing might be for me to just leave Metru Nui. Once | go, this will stop.” 

Lhikan reached out and took her hand. “A long time ago, | was stationed in a Toa tower that was 
under attack by Frostelus. Our team leader ordered me to abandon my post so there would be a survivor 
to warn others of what had happened. | was young, new to being a Toa, so | agreed. | lived; they died. And 
| swore after that | would never run from anything, ever again. УМе ге Toa, Tuyet — and Toa don’t run.” 

Tuyet looked into the depths of Lhikan’s eyes. Her expression behind her Mask of Intangibility 
was unreadable. When she spoke, it was in the slow, measured pace of a stream running toward the sea. 

“Have you ever heard of the Nui Stone? No? | would have imagined you had heard the legend, at 
least,” she said. “If only it were just a legend...” 

“What is it?” 

“We all know about Toa Stones — almost any rock can serve as one. A Toa takes it in hand and 
places a minute portion of his energy inside. Later, it can be used to trigger the transformation of a 
Matoran into a Toa. But a Toa Stone is passive — just a receptable for Toa Energy. The Nui Stone is 
something else again.” 


Tuyet summoned a fog to shroud her home so that prying eyes could not see through the 
windows before she continued. “The Nui Stone is active, where a Toa Stone is passive. It doesn’t wait for 
you to give іс your energy - it takes it. Once activated, it will absorb minute amounts of energy from any 
Toa within a 3000 kio radius, so slowly and surely that it won’t be noticed until it’s too late. Then that 
energy can be absorbed by a living being — can you imagine? One being with the power of dozens, maybe 
hundreds of Toa, or more?” 

“And such a thing exists?” asked Lhikan, already seeing the potential danger in such an object. 

Tuyet nodded. “Yes, but its makers realized the risks. They made only опе and vowed to destroy 
that one. But before they could do it, it was stolen — no one knows by whom. It was passed from hand to 
hand for millennia, no one ever realizing what it was or could do... just that it was powerful, and so 
valuable. Finally, at some point in the recent past, it ended up on my home island... or so they say.” 

“What does this have to do with two dead Matoran and tablets bearing your name?” asked Lhikan. 

“Shortly after | left home to help you and the others fight the Kanohi Dragon here, a team of 
Dark Hunters invaded my homeland. They were looking for the Nui Stone. When they couldn’t find it, 
they assumed | had taken it with me for safekeeping.” 

“And did you?” 

“No!” Tuyet answered. “If | had ever had the cursed thing in my hand, І would have crushed it to 
powder.” 

“But the Dark Hunters think you have it.” 

“They sent me a message,” said Tuyet. “They threatened the Turaga and Matoran of my home 
island. They gave me seven days to turn the stone over to their agents, and promised to help me keep 
count of the days. These deaths... those sick, evil - this is their countdown, Lhikan!” 


Toa Nidhiki dodged a rock-hard blow from the Dark Hunter called Devastator. He wasn’t fast enough to 
dodge the follow-up, which sent him flying 20 feet through the air to crash into a pile of equipment. 

Nidhiki had been happy to hear Lhikan’s news that Dark Hunters had infiltrated Metru Nui. It was 
comforting in some way to know that some Matoran had not gone mad and started offing his fellows, even 
if the actual explanation was a little dull. Still, it gave him something to hit. Devastator was a big boy, 
probably close to a ton of mechanical muscle. Worse, he had this habit of turning to sand and disappearing 
into cracks in the floor, or telekinetically hurling machinery. It was getting annoying. Lhikan had offered to 
take on the other two Dark Hunters and it was now looking like the Toa of Fire had the easy job. 

What else is new? thought Nidhiki, dragging himself back to his feet. 

“I like you,” said the Toa, hurling a mini-cyclone at his foe. “You don’t talk. So many of you Dark 
Hunter types talk your ear off when they fight. Must be because all the rest of the time, you only get to 
speak when you’re spoken to, right?” 

Devastator grunted and used his mental powers to try and bring a wall down on Nidhiki. The Toa 
of Air dodged nimbly, grabbed a beam, and hurled it at his opponent. Devastator caught it in midair and 
bent it in two. 

“Whatever they’re feeding you, lII take a case,” Nidhiki muttered. 

The Dark Hunter pressed his attack. Nidhiki dodged and struck back where he could, all the while 
keeping up a running patter. “That was a cute idea you had, that countdown of dead Matoran. Or did 
someone else come up with that? Heavy thinking isn’t really your line.” 

Nidhiki expected to see anger on Devastator’s features, or maybe even what passed for a smile 
on a Dark Hunter. He did not expect what he got: an expression of sheer confusion that lasted for at 
least two seconds before giving way to rage. 

Now what’s that about? thought the Тоа. 

Devastator hurled a few more pieces of scrap metal — nothing Nidhiki couldn’t dodge easily, but 
he pretended to get clipped. When Devastator moved in to finish him off, Nidhiki tossed a cyclone at him. 
The Dark Hunter evaded by turning to sand and dropping toward a crack in the pavement, but Nidhiki 
had anticipated him. He’d sent a second cyclone into a nearby Protodermis pool and created a waterspout, 


which he used to douse Devastator and turn his sand to mud. The Dark Hunter made a game effort to 
stay in the fight, but Nidhiki had the advantage and wasn’t going to let it go. A few well-placed blows and 
it was over. 

Lhikan showed up then. He had tackled a Dark Hunter named Gladiator and another who had 
some sort of chameleon power. The Toa said his opponent had appeared as a one-eyed yellow Rahi, but 
Lhikan had no idea who he was trying to resemble. 

“That’s all of them,” said the Toa of Fire. “It’s over.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Gladiator and | had... a talk,” Lhikan replied. “I’m sure.” 

“Heading to tell Tuyet she can come out now?” 

Lhikan glanced at Nidhiki. There was something off in Nidhiki’s tone of voice, as if the Toa of Air 
was preoccupied. “Yes,” said Lhikan. “I need to stick these Dark Hunters someplace until we decide what 
to do with them and take care of a few priority jobs for Dume. Then | will head over to Ga-Metru.” 

“Then maybe ІЛІ see you there,” Nidhiki said, departing. “Yes... maybe.” 


It took longer than Lhikan expected to get his tasks done. Night had already fallen by the time he made it 
to Ga-Metru. Nidhiki was there ahead of him, standing with Toa Tuyet amidst a crowd of Matoran. A Ga- 
Matoran was lying on the ground, unmoving. From the puddle around the body, Lhikan guessed she had 
been fished out of a canal. In her hand was the now familiar stone tablet bearing Tuyet’s name. 

“What happened?” he asked, already guessing the answer. 

“It was awful,” said Tuyet. “1 heard a scream and a splash... | ran out... but she was already dead. 
Drowned, with that... that terrible reminder in her hand.” 

“Just like the others,” Nidhiki said, his eyes meeting Lhikan’s for a long moment. “Tell him when 
this happened, Tuyet.” 

“Only a few minutes ago,” said the Toa of Water. 

“But that’s —’ Lhikan began. 

Nidhiki cut him off. “Horrible, that’s what it is. But don’t worry, Tuyet, Lhikan and | will catch the 
ones who did this. You can count on that.” 


It was an hour later. Full darkness had descended on Metru Nui as well as on the spirits of its residents. 
And none walked in a deeper shadow than Lhikan this night. 

He found Tuyet in her dwelling. She looked at him hopefully. “Did you find them? Did you stop 
them?” 

Lhikan nodded. “Yes. You have... nothing more to worry about. Nidhiki and | captured all three 
Dark Hunters.” 

Tuyet smiled. “That’s wonderful! Then the countdown is over... | can live again. | don’t have to 
sit in this darkened chamber anymore — we can share adventures again, just like before.” 

Lhikan walked past her. Before she could react, he smashed a hole in the back wall and reached 
in, his hand emerging with a glowing red stone. “Will we share this too? This is the Nui Stone, isn’t it? The 
one you said you didn’t һауе?” 

“How did you 2” 

“The stone is full of energy. Energy gives off heat,” said Lhikan. “Once | knew to look for it, it was 
easy. Heat is my business.” 

Tuyet rose. To her credit, she didn’t seem nervous or taken aback. She was colder than most Ice 
Toa Lhikan had known, he had to give her that. 

“What do you mean, ‘knew to look for іс? | don’t even know how that got here!” 

“You didn’t know a lot of things, it turns out,” said Lhikan. “For example, Nidhiki and | caught 
those three Dark Hunters that were after you — but we caught them this morning. So they couldn’t have 
killed a Ga-Matoran tonight and left that tablet on her. 


“Мам told me Devastator looked confused when he brought up the countdown - so we started 
wondering if that was because he really had no idea what was going on. He and the others were after you, 
it’s true, but they weren’t the ones killing Matoran.” 

Lhikan summoned a ring of fire to surround the Toa of Water. “You were, Tuyet.” 

“That’s ridiculous!” Tuyet snapped, calling down a thunderstorm to douse the flames. “Have you 
gone mad, accusing me of something like that?” 

“The Dark Hunters were right. The Nui Stone did end up on your home island and you did take 
it with you when you came here. They wanted it and you knew they wouldn’t stop until someone stopped 
them. So you started this countdown and then set Nidhiki and | on their trail. When you heard nothing 
from us, you assumed they were still free, so you had to keep the countdown going.” 

The water blast that struck Lhikan came out of nowhere and sent him hurtling across the room. 
The impact made him drop the stone, but it landed inside a water bubble that floated gently back to Tuyet. 

“I thought Nidhiki would be a problem, but not you,” she said harshly. “You are so trusting, so 
convinced of the purity of Toa. | don’t think Nidhiki even trusts himself. Better keep an eye on him, Lhikan, 
Пе! come to по good.” 

“You mean like you?” said the Toa of Fire. 

Tuyet laughed. “Me? With the energies in this stone, | am going to become the most powerful 
Toa that ever lived. Think of it – по more Rahi monsters attacking, no more Dark Hunters, апа maybe Г! 
even take out the Brotherhood of Makuta just for fun. What the League of Six Kingdoms tried to do while 
they were active, | will do — impose law and order on everything that lives.” 

“Your law, and your order,” said Lhikan. “Law built on the corpses of dead Matoran, order built 
on lies — no good can come from that.” 

“That’s your problem, Кап,” Tuyet sneered. “Always following the rules. Always worrying about 
others. Did you ever think we could do more good if we stopped worrying so much about who might get 
hurt in the process?” 

“The day we stop worrying about that, we become part of the problem,” said Lhikan. 

“No, no more problems,” Tuyet answered, her gaze shifting to the stone in her hand. “I’m about 
to become the ultimate solution.” 

Her hand closed on the stone. It began to crackle, a nimbus of crimson energy surrounding her. 
Lhikan hurled a fire bolt, but she deflected it without even looking at him. Her power was already growing 
exponentially with each passing moment. In a matter of seconds, she would be able to snuff him out like 
a tiny flame in a windstorm. 

“Don’t do this!” he shouted. “Remember what it is we stand for! Remember who you аге!” 

“| don’t care about who | am!” Tuyet yelled. “I care about who | will become!” 

The next split second was a blur. There was a sound like a mountain splitting in two and then the 
door was flying across the room, slamming into Tuyet. Nidhiki stood in the open doorway, a tornado 
whirling around him. 

“Hi, dear, I’m home,” said the Toa of Air. 

Lhikan sprang from the floor and closed with Tuyet, trying to pry the stone loose from her grasp. 
She hurled him aside and then hit Nidhiki with a flood tide that forced him out of the chamber. The next 
instant, her power exploded, bringing down the entire dwelling. 

Before the startled eyes of the Toa of Fire, Tuyet began to rise on a column of water. Higher and 
higher she climbed, until it seemed like she would be able to touch the stars themselves. And she was 
laughing, a thunderous, horrible sound that shattered Lhikan’s hopes and beliefs like they were fragile 
things of crystal. 

“| always knew she looked down on us, but this is ridiculous,” said Nidhiki. “Аге you up to putting 
a chill in her plans?” 

Lhikan didn’t answer. Instead, he focused his energy on drawing all the heat out of the column of 
water on which Tuyet stood. The effects were immediate — water became ice. Before the Toa of Water 


could respond, Nidhiki had picked up a pole made of solid metallic Protodermis and swung it, smashing 
the pillar of ice to pieces. 

Stunned and thrown off-balance, Tuyet dropped the stone. Out of contact with it, her new powers 
abruptly vanished, and the sudden shock of such a loss stunned her. She fell. The stone fell. Lhikan watched 
them both, wondering which - if either - he should catch. He chose the Toa. Nidhiki was fine with that 
choice. He positioned himself under the Nui Stone, ready to snatch it out of the air. Out of the corner of 
his eye, he saw Lhikan catch Tuyet. The Nui Stone came closer, closer... and then a blast of fire knocked 
it out of the air. 

“No!” yelled Nidhiki, trying to grab it. But its surface was molten hot and he couldn’t touch it for 
more than a second. The stone hit the ground and splintered into a billion pieces, whose red glow flared 
and then faded for good. 

“You —!” raged Nidhiki. “You stupid, moronic – what’s the matter with you?” 

Lhikan had encircled Tuyet with fiery chains. Although they did not touch her, she could not move 
without being burned, and they burned so white-hot that any moisture instantly evaporated on contact. 
With the destruction of the stone, the red glow had faded around her as well. 

“Sorry, Nidhiki. My mistake,” said Lhikan. “| seem to have made a lot of them lately.” 


Tuyet would be confined in the Coliseum while Dume and Lhikan tried to decide on a fitting punishment. 
Despite being under guard, she disappeared during the night, never to be seen again. Reports that a large 
creature had suddenly appeared in her cell and then teleported out with her were dismissed as, at best, a 
delusion. 

Lhikan would never find out what happened to Tuyet, although the mystery haunted him all his 
life. But the prisoners of the Pit welcomed a new companion that night, a Toa who had committed the 
unpardonable crime of slaying those she was intended to protect. 

Tuyet was among the prisoners who perished when the Great Cataclysm shattered the Pit. There 
are some escapees who claim she fought beside Hydraxon, trying to stop the inmates from fleeing, while 
others insist she was looking to break out herself and just got unlucky. 

As with so many things in life, the full truth will never be known... and those who still remember 
her are invited to believe whatever lets them sleep more peacefully at night. 
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Now... 

Toa Matoro swam silently through the black waters of the Pit. Behind him, the robot guardian 
named Maxilos followed. To Matoro it felt like having the shadow of doom hanging over him, for he knew 
what no one else did: the mechanical body of Maxilos was possessed by the spirit of the evil Makuta. 

“Why so quiet?” asked Makuta in the hollow voice of Maxilos. “We have seen death and 
destruction today, with the promise of much more to come. We have seen heroes behaving like villains. 
You yourself have done things even | would be reluctant to do. It is a time for celebration.” 

“Shut up,” said Matoro. “I’m doing only what | һауе to do to save the life of Mata Nui – а life you 
put in jeopardy.” 

Makuta laughed. “Think what you like, little Toa, and try to avoid admitting to yourself that you 
are one bad day, one moment of cruelty, one fit of rage away from being me.” Makuta swam past Matoro 
and then veered down toward the sea bottom. “Come with me. | want to show you something.” 

“What?” asked Matoro. 

“Call it an answer to some of your questions,” replied Makuta. 

He led Matoro down to the depths of the black water. There they came to a great gap in the sea 
floor. “| discovered this shortly after taking over the body of Maxilos. It’s an entrance to the original Pit, 
the prison once inhabited by the Barraki and others like them. There is something down there | think you 
should see.” 

“How do | know this isn’t a trap?” asked Matoro. 

“You don’t,” answered Makuta. “But surely a strong and brave Toa like yourself fears nothing. 
Follow me.” Makuta swam down through the opening. Matoro watched him go until the crimson form 
disappeared into the Pit. The Toa of Ice checked his Cordak blaster, readied himself for anything that 
might happen, and followed his greatest enemy into the darkness. 


Makuta led Toa Mahri Matoro deep into the dark recesses of the former prison known as the Pit. 
It was eerily quiet. Now and then a sea creature darted past, keeping its distance from two beings it no 
doubt regarded as predators. 

Certainly one of us is, thought Matoro. Makuta has been preying on the fears of Matoran for as long as 
І сап remember. And 1... what have | become? As soon as | realized | wore a mask that let me reanimate the 
dead, | should have cast it aside — 1 never should have used it. 

“When you are through brooding, | have found what | was seeking,” said Makuta. “Here.” Matoro 
looked where he was pointing. Half-buried in rubble was a Kanohi Mask of Power, one whose shape 
seemed vaguely familiar. Scattered nearby was blue Toa armor. 

“What is this?” said Matoro. 

“All that remains of a Toa of Water named Tuyet,” Makuta replied. “She was condemned here 
many thousands of years ago — she died here, though | don’t know why. Perhaps she was trying to escape.” 
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“Why was she sent here?” 

“It is hard for me to give exact reasons, since | did not even know ‘here’ existed until a few days 
ago. But | do know her crime: she tampered with an object of power that did not belong in her hands — 
it was too much for her. She went wild, was defeated by Toa Lhikan and Toa Nidhiki, and the object was 
destroyed — or so the heroes thought.” 

“Get to the point,” said Matoro. 

Makuta laughed. “I would’ve thought it would be obvious. Tuyet is dead. She is also the only one 
who might know how that powerful artifact — the Nui Stone — could be recreated. | want you to use your 
mask, Matoro: the Mask of Reanimation. | want you to bring her back.” 


Toa Mahri Matoro and Makuta sat over the battered mask and armor of the long-dead Toa Tuyet. “You 
are insane,” said Matoro. “| won’t do what you ask.” 

“| must have missed the part where | gave you a choice,” Makuta replied. “| want you to use your 
mask power to reanimate this corpse, and | want you to do it now.” After a moment he added, “I could 
just kill you, Matoro, take the mask, and do the job myself, but it’s so much more amusing this way.” 

“Even if | bring her back, she won’t be able to help you recreate the Nui Stone,” insisted Matoro. 
“She'll have no spirit! She’ll have no mind!” 

“| have always found the minds of Toa to be vastly overrated anyway,” said Makuta. “Now get to 
work.” 

Matoro concentrated, triggering the power of his Mask of Reanimation. He knew Makuta meant 
what he said — he would kill Matoro without a second thought. Beyond that, the Toa of Ice was curious 
to find out just what it was Makuta was up to here. Once he knew that, he could always send Tuyet back 
to the grave by cutting off the power of the mask. 

At his feet, the Kanohi mask and armor began to move, slowly coming together. What had been 
a pile of junk a moment before, now had taken on a form. Other pieces of armor were rising up through 
the layers of mud, struggling to rejoin the rest. It somehow managed to be amazing and sickening at the 
same time. 

Slowly, the body that once belonged to Toa Tuyet rose from the floor of the Pit and stood, 
unsteadily, waiting for commands. And that was when Matoro noticed something: incredibly tiny, almost 
microscopic pieces of crystal embedded in the dead Toa’s armor. 

“Behold!” said Makuta. “When the Nui Stone exploded so many thousands of years ago, most of 
it vaporized — but some fragments survived, buried in Tuyet’s armor. With these, | can recreate the stone 
as it once was. All | need is the proper tool.” 

“What tool?” asked Matoro. 

“The Staff of Artakha,” answered Makuta. “And unless | am mistaken, your old friends the Toa 
Nuva are about to get it for me.” 


Toa Matoro, Makuta in the body of the robot Maxilos, and the reanimated Toa Tuyet swam away 
from the long-abandoned prison and into the open ocean. Matoro’s mind raced. What did Makuta plan to 
do with the Nui Stone if he recreated it? What was the Staff of Artakha, and why did Makuta believe the 
Toa Nuva would help him get it? More importantly, how could Matoro stop this? 

“Matoro?” The Toa of Ice turned. Toa Hahli was swimming toward him. In the background, 
Matoro could see what looked like an ocean full of manta rays. 

“Where are you going? And who is that Toa with you? She looks... uh... Matoro... What have 
you done?” 

Matoro could hear Makuta’s voice in his mind. We have a meeting to attend, or have you forgotten? 
One of my Brotherhood waits near Mahri Nui, but he will not wait long. You wouldn’t want to make us late, would 
you? And Matoro, breathe a word to Най! and neither of you will live to see another tide. 

“Hahli, don’t worry. Everything’s fine. Just trust me.” 


“| do trust you. But | think you have become a little too used to keeping secrets, brother, and I’m 
starting to wonder if you trust me — or any of us.” 

Matoro looked Най! right in the eyes. “Іс will all work out. Everything is going just as planned, as 
smooth as that time Nuparu used his Mask of Flight to transport you over the chasm. Remember? Now 
| — we have to go.” 

The three figures swam off, leaving Най! disturbed, and not а little angry. Then a memory suddenly 
came to her. Wait a minute... When | flew with Nuparu, he dropped me. І almost got killed! Matoro was trying 
to send me a message! He’s in trouble — and I wish | knew how to get him out. 
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Karzahni yanked hard on his burning chain, tearing the black fire sword from the grasp of the 
Maxilos robot. With a second strike, he shattered the Toa of Water who swam behind the robot into 
pieces. 

He had been heading for the Matoran settlement when he spotted Maxilos, the now destroyed 
Toa, and a Toa of Ice swimming in the opposite direction. His keen hearing picked up the robot saying 
something about a “Staff of Artakha.” Karzahni knew Artakha well... and hated him... and if something of 
his was down in this Pit, it had to be seized or destroyed. 

The Toa of Ice turned as if to attack. Karzahni hit him with a nightmarish vision of failure, so 
horrible it would have driven anyone other than a Toa into gibbering insanity. That left only the robot to 
deal with. 

“Speak, machine,” said Karzahni. “1 know you have a voice. | am Karzahni, and | would know — 
what is this Staff of Artakha, and where can | find it? Or do | need to dismantle you and tear the information 
out of your mechanical mind?” 

The robot said something in reply, but so softly even Karzahni couldn’t hear it. He swam closer 
to Maxilos, then closer still. The robot was, after all, unarmed. 

“Interesting,” said Karzahni. “Even if the design was not familiar, you have the stink of Artakha 
about you. Reason enough to turn you to scrap. Speak up, you miserable machine, | cannot hear your 
words!” 

The right arm of Maxilos lashed out faster than anything Karzahni had ever seen. The robot’s hand 
gripped Karzahni around the throat and squeezed. 

“| said, so this is Karzahni,” came the reply. “Karzahni, the jailer of Matoran... Karzahni, the would- 
be avatar of evil... Karzahni, the fool... and soon to be a dead fool.” 

“Who are you —?” Karzahni demanded. 

“| ат Makuta,” the robot replied. “I ат power. You have broken my Тоа and delayed my 
passage...” 

Makuta, in the Maxilos robot, hurled Karzahni down toward the sea floor. He plowed through a 
rock ledge and landed hard, half-buried in the mud. With Karzahni’s concentration shattered, Matoro 
shook himself free of the illusion that had paralyzed him. 

“And | hate to be late,” Makuta finished. 

Karzahni forced himself to his feet, forcing a twisted arm back into place. “Yes. I’ve heard of you, 
Makuta — a tin-covered tyrant who wishes to be lord of the Matoran... as if being worshipped by insects 
had some meaning. | do not know where you were going... but your journey is about to end.” 

Matoro felt a great disturbance in the water. He turned to look for its source and then gasped at 
the sight. It was Manas crabs — hundreds of them — huge and hungry, and all with only one thought in their 
bestial minds: 

Kill the enemies of Karzahni. 


The Toa of Ice’s heart froze as the Manas moved in. He hurled his ice power at them, but they shrugged 
it off. Once it had taken six Toa to stop only a pair of Manas, and now he and Makuta faced hundreds. 

Strangely, the Master of Shadows did nothing. He didn’t hurl shadow bolts or chain lightning. He 
just waited and watched until the crabs were well within striking distance. Then he reached out with his 
mind, his most powerful weapon. Using his power to control beasts of land, sea and air, he seized control 
of half the Manas and turned them against the others. 

It was a horrible sight as the huge savage Manas tore at each other. Karzahni looked on in shock 
as his army disintegrated before his eyes. Matoro looked away. Makuta simply laughed. 

“Pests,” said the Master of Shadows. “They do make such a mess. Perhaps, Karzahni, | should set 
the survivors on you.” 

Now it was Karzahni’s turn to smile. He had powers of his own, powers Makuta could not hope 
to cope with, he was sure. Triggering his ability, he thrust a vision into Makuta’s mind. 

Now Makuta saw, as surely as if it were really happening, the future day when the Toa Nuva would 
awaken the Great Spirit Mata Nui. He saw Mata Nui rise, whole for the first time in a thousand years. 
And then he saw the Great Spirit’s power surge through the universe, seeking out those who would dare 
to rebel against him. He saw the terrible vengeance of Mata Nui, and knew the final punishment that 
waited for him. And Makuta screamed. 


Makuta’s scream slowly died away into silence. Matoro wondered what had happened - had Karzahni’s 
power broken the villain, driven him mad... even killed him? 

But a glance at the Maxilos robot Makuta possessed gave the answer. The eyes were fixed on 
Karzahni with a gaze that was made all the more frightening by the complete lack of emotion in it. After 
a long moment, Makuta spoke. 

“You... made а... mistake, Karzahni,” he said. “You see, | don’t get nightmares...” 

With one backhanded sweep of an armored fist, Makuta sent Karzahni sprawling. “ give them.” 

Standing over his fallen foe, Makuta whispered, “Your shadow plays are impressive, tyrant — but 
never forget who is the true master of shadows.” 

With that, Makuta plunged telepathically into the mind of Karzahni. Іс was a complex parchment 
of mad dreams, burning ambitions, twisted memories, and long-buried fears. Makuta considered all the 
subtle ways he could attack, and rejected them all. Karzahni had hurt him. Karzahni must pay in full. 

Grasping Karzahni’s mind with his own, Makuta tore it to shreds. Then, with the merest sample 
of his magnetic power, he sent the dictator hurtling through the ocean until he was lost from sight. 


Toa Lesovikk had watched the battle with Sarda and Idris. They had discovered the Ga-Matoran, mutated 
by the waters as Sarda had been, and recruited her in their task. Now both Matoran wondered if their 
quest was even necessary anymore. 

“Karzahni doesn’t seem like he would still be a threat,” said Sarda. “Not after what Maxilos just 
did to him.” 

“I'm not sure who this Maxilos is or what his powers are,” said Lesovikk. “But | once ran into а 
rock lion, half-dead from injuries received in battle, mad with pain. | thought it would be easy to end it 
and put the poor thing out of its misery.” He paused, then said, “That fight lasted three days... and the 
rock lion won. Don’t underestimate a wounded foe.” 

Lesovikk began to swim in the direction Karzahni had traveled. “If anything, our enemy may be 
more dangerous now than ever before.” 


Entry 8: 

After all that, we had failed. Makuta Icarax had escaped with the Staff of Artakha and all we had to show 
for it was a flooded and destroyed realm of Karzahni. 

Tahu insisted that we had to go on, regardless, and carry out the other tasks on the list. We decided to 
split up. Tahu and Kopaka traveled to an island chain far to the south of the universe to quell a series of active 
volcanoes. Pohatu and Onua journeyed south as well, seeking out an artifact known as the “Heart of the Visorak.” 
І was assigned to return to the surface of the island of Mata Nui, while Lewa... Lewa simply vanished. | assumed 
Tahu had given him orders in secret, and only later found out that was not the case. 

Mata Nui was much changed from when І had seen it last. The Bohrok had done their work well, scouring 
it of all trees, rocks, rivers and streams. Their job had not been an easy one, as evidenced by the number of 
shattered Bohrok scattered about and the badly wounded Rahi dragon that lay in their midst. The beast had 
evidently interfered with their mission and paid the price for it. 

Г did what | could to ease its suffering then began my task. Very few geologic features remained on Mata 
Nui, but to my surprise, the cliffside and its telescope remained (just as the parchment had assured that they 
would). As instructed, | focused the telescope on the red star far above. | made careful note of the location of the 
star in space, its angle to the planet, its brightness and whether it seemed to be moving away from the island, 
toward it, or remaining parallel to it. 

Something — | don’t know what — suddenly prompted me to combine the power of my Mask of X-Ray 
Vision with the telescope’s ability. | focused on the red star... and stumbled back, shocked. For | had seen inside 
the star, and where 1 expected there to be a fiery heart of energy, | instead saw... | can hardly even carve the 
words on this stone... 

There was something alive inside the star! 


Toa Lesovikk, Sarda and Idris swam slowly through the Pit, keeping an eye out for predators. They 
had been following the wounded Karzahni for the better part of a day, and had seen him finally take refuge 
in a sea cave. Lesovikk was fairly certain Karzahni had not spotted them, but he wasn’t going to take any 
chances. 

“This is what we’re going to do,” he said to the two Matoran. “| spotted some equipment іп а 
Barraki weapons cache. We're going to make a trap, and then lure Karzahni into it. And then we can —” 

Lesovikk abruptly stopped speaking. The world around him had changed. He wasn’t underwater 
anymore, side by side with two mutated Matoran in pursuit of a mad being. No, he was with his old Toa 
team — his long dead Toa team — and they were battling for their lives against a massive cloud of acid. Two 
dozen Rahi and a handful of Matoran had already died on this island, turned to ashes by tendrils of the 
gaseous menace. Now it was bearing down on the eight Toa who dared to stand against it. 

Somewhere in the back of his mind, Lesovikk knew this had happened before. He had hesitated 
for the briefest of moments and the cloud had destroyed his teammates. But here he was, and here they 
were, and maybe he had a second chance. He summoned his elemental power and sent a cyclone at the 
cloud, tearing apart its substance and scattering it to the winds. 

And just like that... it was over. His fellow Toa were smiling and bumping fists with him, already 
talking about the next adventure they would have. Grateful Matoran were pouring out of their homes to 
thank the heroes who had saved them all. He had done it! He had defeated the creature and his team was 
together and alive! 

“Lesovikk?” said Toa Nikila. She was a Toa of Lightning and his closest friend on the team. “Аге 
you all right? You seem so far away.” 

“All right?” he responded. “Yes... no... it’s just... this doesn’t feel right somehow. Like it wasn’t 
supposed to happen this way.” 

“Don’t be silly,” she laughed. “Of course it was - we won, didn’t we, thanks to you. УМе ге Toa. 
Don’t we always win in the end? So stop frowning and come on, the Matoran are putting on a celebration 
for us.” 

Lesovikk followed along, but his thoughts were still elsewhere. He couldn’t escape the feeling that 
he wasn’t supposed to be here, that there was something else he should be doing right now. But for the 
life of him, he couldn’t think of what it was. And he wasn’t sure that he wanted to... because one thing 
he did know was that right now, this moment, he felt the happiest he had in a long, long time. 

He was with his team, and that was where he intended to stay. No one and nothing would take 
him away from them, ever again. 


Sarda and Idris stared with increasing concern at Lesovikk. He seemed to be іп a trance of some kind and 
nothing they had done had been able to rouse him. It was Sarda who put their fears into words. 


“Lesovikk said Karzahni can show you alternate events — usually horrifying ones, intended to 
terrify you. But, Idris... what if he showed you a future — or a past — that you wished for? And what if you 
wanted it so much... that you stayed trapped in that vision forever?” 


If Makuta was at all rattled by his fierce battle with Karzahni, he didn’t show it. Nor had he displayed any 
particular emotion when һе and Matoro had met with Makuta Ісагах, who had brought the Staff of Artakha 
to the waters above the Pit. He had simply taken the object from his fellow Brotherhood member and 
dismissed Icarax with a nod. 

Now he and Matoro stood over the shattered remains of Toa Tuyet’s armor. A single fragment 
of the Nui Stone gleamed in the darkness. 

“That is all the Staff needs,” said Makuta quietly. “One piece, and its power will recreate the stone 
as it once was.” 

“And what good will that do you?” asked Matoro. “What do you plan to do with it?” 

“Very well, my curious little Тоа,” Makuta replied. “Think on this: Tuyet, and later Nidhiki, were 
not the only Toa to ever turn bad. And if the next one should happen to fall under my sway, well... what 
better than to use the Nui Stone to increase his power а hundredfold, a thousandfold? Imagine ап all- 
powerful Toa at my command, wiping your kind from the face of this planet.” 

Makuta aimed the Staff of Artakha at the Nui Stone fragment and triggered its power. Slowly, the 
pieces of the stone began to float through the water, drifting toward each other, joining together for the 
first time in a thousand years. 

“| can’t let you do this!” yelled Matoro, charging forward. 

Makuta waved his hand and a stasis field froze the Toa of Ice. “And | can’t let you stop me,” said 
Makuta. “Мо one can stop me now.” 

A blast of sheer raw power struck the Master of Shadows squarely in the back. Makuta staggered, 
dropping the Staff. “Who dares —?” he snarled. 

“Іп my time, I’ve dared lots of things. Maybe too many things,” came the reply. “I fell a long way 
from the light and | can never find my way back.” 

Makuta whirled. Hovering in the water was Brutaka, former guardian of the Mask of Life, now 
mutated prisoner of the Pit. Wisps of energy were still drifting from his open hand. His body had changed, 
twisted spikes now jutting out of his armor and what looked like a long dorsal fin running down his back. 
Brutaka stood, ready for battle. 

“But the darkness is not so complete that | can’t recognize a monster when | see one.” 

Makuta hurled a blast of shadow energy at Brutaka. The warrior sidestepped and dove past 
Makuta, snatching up the Staff of Artakha, even as he shouted “Botar!” 

Events happened quickly then. The Order of Mata Nui agent known as Botar appeared suddenly 
in the midst of battle, taking the Staff from Brutaka. He spared a moment for a nod of thanks to his former 
teammate, before vanishing once more. 

“It’s gone,” Brutaka said to Makuta. “The Staff is gone where you cannot reach it. You’ve lost.” 

“If | have lost the Staff, you are about to lose everything,” said Makuta. 

Brutaka did not tremble at the threat or back away. Instead, he just laughed. A long hard laugh, 
with a little trace of madness in it. “You seem to have me mistaken,” he said, “for someone who has 
anything at all left to lose.” 


“This is crazy!” whispered Idris, swimming fast to keep up with Sarda. “Would you just hold up for a 
second and listen?” 

Sarda shook his head. “You saw what happened outside. Karzahni did... something to Lesovikk, | 
know he did. That leaves only us to fight him, and that’s what ууе ге going to do.” 

The two villagers swam deeper into the sea cave. Lurking somewhere inside was the maddened 
Karzahni, a figure of fear for every villager. Was it bravery that drove the two Matoran to dare challenge 
him, or insanity? Even Sarda couldn’t say for sure. 


“Now, remember the plan,” said Sarda. “I was able to find the material Lesovikk mentioned апа 
rig a makeshift trap. We get him to chase us, he trips the trap, and wham!” 

“| just hope it’s wham for him,” said Idris, “not wham for us.” 

Outside the cave, Toa Lesovikk remained trapped in a vision of what might have been. His Toa 
team, which in reality had died thousands of years before, lived again in his Karzahni-created hallucination. 
There they were — Toa of Fire, Lightning, Sonics, |гоп, Stone, Gravity, and Water, banded together in the 
first ever Toa team. 

In his mind, millennia had passed, filled with hard-fought battles and great victories. Most recently, 
they had saved a band of Toa besieged by Frostelus on a remote island. A novice Toa, Lhikan, had shown 
such bravery in the fight that Lesovikk was considering recruiting him. As he looked around the battlefield, 
Lesovikk knew that all was right in his world. 

“That was fun,” said Toa Nikila, smiling. “I never get tired of bashing a few heads together. Hey, 
some of the guys were suggesting we patrol that Zyglak hunting ground next week — what do you think?” 

“Sure, | —” Lesovikk began, and then stopped. Something she had said had suddenly triggered а 
flash of memory. In it, Nikila and the others were dead, killed by the acid cloud they had defeated so long 
ago... but wait, that wasn’t right. They weren’t dead, they were alive... weren’t they? And they weren’t 
killed by an acid cloud... 

“Zyglak,” the Toa of Air said abruptly. “You were killed by Zyglak.” 

“What?” asked Nikila. “Those losers kill me? Not on their best day.” 

But Lesovikk could see it all now, as clearly as he saw Nikila’s armor, her trident, and her Mask 
of Possibilities. They had been in a battle, long ago, but not with an acid cloud, with a horde of Zyglak. He 
had seen them coming, but hadn’t acted fast enough, and... and... 

And his teammates died. They all died. 

He looked at Nikila. She was fading, breaking apart, like the trick of the mind she had been all 
along. She pleaded with him to help her, but he forced himself to close his eyes and turn away. He had 
lost his chance to help her, or any of the others, long ago. 

When he opened his eyes again, he was back in the Pit. His friends were gone; his future was 
gone; and all that was left him was revenge. 


“Get out of here, now!” Brutaka shouted to Matoro. “Get back to the other Toa —I’ll handle Makuta!” 

“As you handled the Toa Nuva and the Toa Inika?” sneered Makuta. “Аге you fool enough to 
think you can trust him, Масого?” 

Toa Matoro weighed his choice. Brutaka had once been a member of the Order of Mata Nui, 
before he had turned bad — but Makuta? His spirit had been black from the day he had been created. 

There was no choice at all. He swam away as fast as he could, heading for a rendezvous with his 
teammates. 

“You cost me the Nui Stone,” growled Makuta, hurling a burst of shadow energy at Brutaka. “You 
have become... an annoyance.” 

But the shadow bolt never reached its target. Triggering the power of his Kanohi mask, Brutaka 
opened a dimensional portal and shunted the energy into the Zone of Darkness, where it could harm 
nothing. 

“Then let’s see if | can move up to an irritation,” said Brutaka, firing his own blast of energy from 
his sword. The blast knocked Makuta’s weapon from his hand. “You know, Makuta, we can do this all day, 
but it won’t get you what you want.” 

“And that is?” asked Makuta, even as he used his control over gravity to slam Brutaka into a nearby 
mountain. 

“Ow,” said Brutaka. “Well, you don’t want the Mask of Life. If you did, you would never have 
hired those bumbling Piraka to get it for you. But you do want to be there when it’s found, pulling 
everyone’s strings. You want to decide who has it, how they use it, and when. Am | getting warm?” 


“A little too warm for comfort,” answered Makuta, throwing a stasis field around Brutaka. But 
the former Order of Mata Nui member demolished the field with one swipe of his blade. 

“Please,” said Brutaka, “I was getting out of stasis fields when you were still on Destral raising 
Archives Moles.” 

“What is it you want, Brutaka?” 

“Once | would have said | wanted the mask myself,” Brutaka replied. “Once | would have seen 
myself ruling a universe with it. Now | guess you could say my vision’s improved — and | just want to see 
you sweat.” Brutaka smiled. “Oh, and by the way: Nocturn had the mask last | saw, but Hydraxon was 
about to take it away from him. And who knows what that lunatic will do with it. So maybe you better go 
see.” 

Makuta’s instinct was to continue the battle, but Brutaka was right — he couldn’t afford to lose 
control of events, not at this late stage. “This isn’t over,” warned the Master of Shadows. 

Brutaka ran a finger along the razor-sharp edge of his sword. “Oh, Makuta... I’m counting on that!” 


Toa Lesovikk was about to charge into Karzahni’s cave when he saw red and blue streaks heading out of 
it. They turned out to be Sarda and Idris, with Karzahni in maddened pursuit behind them. 

Lesovikk glanced around. The crude trap was already in place. As Sarda and Idris emerged from 
the cave, he grabbed them and threw them roughly to the side. Unable to halt his lunge, Karzahni struck 
the trap, which promptly slammed shut around him. 

The Toa of Air had waited a long time for this moment. Now Karzahni would pay for his crimes 
against the Matoran. But as Lesovikk looked at what remained of the once fearsome ruler — now a 
maddened, pathetic shell, thanks to his previous battle — the Toa turned away, sickened. There was nothing 
more he could do to Karzahni than had already been done... and leaving him alive was a worse punishment 
than killing him. 

“That Toa who told me about this place... Krakua, | think his name was... he said if Karzahni was 
captured, someone would come to take him away,” Lesovikk muttered. 

“Wherever they take him, | hope they have strong chains,” said Sarda. “But... now what? Idris 
and | have become water-breathers — we can’t live in our own village anymore! What’s going to become 
of us?” 

Lesovikk turned away in time to see a strange figure disappearing with Karzahni. (This was Botar 
from the Order of Mata Nui, still a stranger to Lesovikk.) “Follow me,” said the Toa. He led the two 
Matoran to a small cave in which were scattered fragments of equipment. 

“I think this used to Бе some kind of breathing system,” said the Тоа. “| found it when | was 
scouting around. It won’t work for breathing air, but | might be able to repair it for water-breathing. Only 
thing is, there’s only enough equipment here for one unit.” 

Idris looked at Sarda, then back at Lesovikk. “You take it, Toa. The world needs you. Two Matoran 
more or less won’t matter.” 

“| don’t know that there’s any place left for me in the world I’ve known,” Lesovikk replied. “Maybe 
there is in this one. Anyway, | ат іп no hurry to leave.” 

“Then neither am I,” said Sarda. Before Idris could object, he cut her off. “You take it, Idris. Go 
back to Mahri Nui. Tell them... tell them | wanted a new adventure.” 

Idris wanted to argue, but the look in Sarda’s eyes told her it would do no good. After many hours 
of work, Lesovikk had fashioned a crude helmet that would allow Idris to breathe seawater that would be 
held inside the device. Sarda kept his goodbye to her short, but Lesovikk could see how hard it was for 
both of them. 

“Where will you go now?” the Toa asked. 

“With you,” Sarda replied. “| don’t know everything you’ve been through, but | think maybe you 
could use a friend.” 

Lesovikk thought for a long time, and then slowly nodded. “Апа a reminder of what | once was... 
and maybe could be again.” 
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Together, Toa and Matoran swam off into the depths of the ocean, both being careful to look 
only ahead, never back. 


Makuta, in the body of Maxilos, swam rapidly through the dark waters of the Pit. As he did so, his mind 
drifted back to the past, and the journey that had brought him to this place and time. Had it really only 
been some hundred thousand years ago that he first saw the light of day, along with his fellow Makuta? 
Chirox, Antroz, Vamprah, Mutran, and the others? 

They had been selected by the Great Spirit Mata Nui for a special purpose: It would be their job 
to bring into being the plants and animals needed to keep the universe running smoothly. Over time, their 
role expanded. The Brotherhood of Makuta became responsible for watching over the lands and seas of 
the Matoran universe. Internal threats to the power of Mata Nui were crushed by armies led by Makuta. 

While the Great Spirit focused on matters of cosmic importance, the day-to-day safety and 
security of the world fell on the shoulders of the Makuta. Oh, there were Toa of course, blundering about 
and noisily dealing with what they laughingly referred to as menaces, but the true power to create and 
destroy rested with the Brotherhood. 

Logic dictated that the Matoran would come to realize how much their puny lives depended on 
the Makuta, and would behave accordingly. But no, when they held their Naming Day festivals, they did it 
in honor of Mata Nui. When they finished a day’s work, they thanked Mata Nui for the successful 
completion of their labors. Mata Nui, who was so far above them they might as well have been fireflyers 
scurrying about his feet. 

So many millenia of being passed over led to jealousy, and jealousy to resentment, and resentment 
to hatred — until just beneath the surface of every Makuta burned a desire to see the Great Spirit humbled. 

But it was not until the failed rebellion of the Barraki that the Makuta of Metru Nui began to think 
maybe, just maybe, something could be done. But his plan extended beyond just Mata Nui’s defeat — no, 
it was a labyrinthian scheme, a plot that drew into its web multiple teams of Toa, Dark Hunters, Bohrok, 
Visorak, and more. And yet despite all its twists and turns, the plan was also breathtaking in its simplicity. 

“There is a small Rahi, called a water wraith,” he explained to the rest of the Brotherhood, some 
eighty thousand years ago. “So small, so insignificant is it, that larger fish do not even consider it a worthy 
meal. But every now and then, a bold water wraith will attack a creature much larger and more powerful 
than it. It is a one-sided battle, of course, that ends with the poor water wraith in the mouth of its foe. Of 
course, what the larger fish quickly discovers is that the outer shell of a water wraith is coated with deadly 
poison. The larger fish dies instantly, and the water wraith escapes — to feast for months on its very foolish, 
and very dead opponent. 

“Sometimes, my brothers,” he had said, seating himself on his obsidian throne, “the best way, the 
only way, to win... is by losing.” 


Entry 9: 

І sprang from the telescope and started running across the sands of Mata Nui. І had to track down the 
other Toa Nuva and let them know what І had seen. | was so intent on my course that when Botar suddenly 
appeared before me, | almost collided with him. 

“You are needed,” said the Order of Mata Nui member. The next instant, he reached out to take my 
hand and my surroundings disappeared. When | could see clearly again, it was obvious | was no longer on the 
island of Mata Nui. 

І found myself standing in a vast, spherical chamber, alongside Botar and the other Toa Nuva. The place 
seemed familiar to me somehow, but 1 couldn’t place it. Then the shadows in the chamber seemed to grow deeper 
and a female voice filled the room. 

“You have done well, Toa,” said the voice. “You have justified the Order of Mata Nui’s faith in you. That 
is why we have brought you here, to Daxia, to see the fruits of your labors.” 


A light shone down from above on what looked like a power cradle of some kind. A massive warrior, easily 
two bio in height, walked up to it carrying the Staff of Artakha. That alone was a surprise, since | and the others 
thought the Brotherhood of Makuta had the staff. Even more shocking was what happened next — the warrior 
placed the staff in a niche on the cradle, and the artifact began to glow and hum. 

“Mata Nui suffered much due to the Makuta’s treacherous attack,” said the voice. “Now it is time to ease 
that suffering and prepare the way for his return.” 

The hum grew louder, and the glow brighter. Finally, Tahu had had enough. “What’s going on here?” 

“What you see is but a fraction of the power of the staff,” the voice replied. “Even now, its energies are 
reaching out from Metru Nui to the southern islands, undoing the damage that was done Бу Mata Миг fall. 
Chasms are sealed; buildings restored to glory; mountains rise, and rivers flow once more. And when your fellow 
heroes sever the cord that binds Voya Nui to Mahri Nui, it too will be restored to where it belongs and the hole it 
made sealed behind it.” 

“That one stick can do all that?” asked Pohatu. 

“And more,” said the voice. “Its only limitation is that it cannot reach into the universe core and heal the 
damage there, for the walls of that place are too well-shielded. But what it can do, it will do.” 

l had a thought. “What about the island of Mata Nui? Will it repair what the Bohrok did there?” 

The voice laughed. “No, the Bohrok did what they were meant to do, even as you have done. And now, 
Toa Nuva, you have one more task to perform... the most dangerous of them all.” 


Hours later, the Toa Mahri regrouped at the sunken city. Jaller and Kongu seemed a little the 
worse for wear after their experience with the squid. Hahli was absent, something that had all her partners 
worried. 

Mahri Nui was on full alert. Matoran aqua hunters had reported that the sea had gone mad. Sharks 
were at war with eels, keras crabs and squid were mysteriously absent from the waters, and there were 
unconfirmed reports of attacks by rays on anything that moved. Any creatures unlucky enough to get 
caught in the middle of one of the battles were killed by the combatants and then ignored. The “safe 
hour,” that period of time when no predators stalked the seas, was no more. 

“What have you done?” demanded Defilak. “We have ever-lost two of our herders and half a 
dozen hydruka in the last six hours! The battles come closer to the borders of Mahri Nui every moment. 
Is this how you protect us?” 

Hewkii shrugged. “Turning them against each other seemed like a good idea. Who knew they 
would be so good at destroying each other?” 

“Іс was a good idea,” said Jaller. “Remember, we still need to find the mask. If the Barraki’s armies 
tear each other to pieces, that buys us time to search.” 

“Is this what we’ve become?” asked Kongu. “Sacrificing Matoran lives, Rahi lives, just so we сап 
quick-finish our mission? Hahli could be dead, for all we know, and all you care about —” 

“Don’t, just... don’t,” said Matoro. “If we fail at this, there won’t be any more Matoran, or Rahi, 
or Hahli... or any of us. None of us are happy about what’s been done,” he added, glancing at Maxilos. 
“But | think we are going to have to do far worse before this is over.” 

A Ga-Matoran swam up to Defilak and said something quietly. Defilak nodded and turned to the 
Toa. “It’s now a fact,” he said. “Тһе rays are оп the move, heading straight for Mahri Nui. And they аге 
being led by your Toa На!!!” 


Nocturn had been walking for how long? Hours? Days? Ehlek was not in any of his usual places, nor were 
his eels. Every time Nocturn tried to get a sea creature to stop and give him an idea of where to look, the 
creature died at his touch. 

He stopped and looked down at the mask he was carrying. It was still glowing, though not as 
brightly as before. He wished it would just stop. The last thing one wanted in the depths of the ocean was 
to carry a great big light, since that would attract every predator for kio around. Why was he hauling it 
around again? Oh, yes, Pridak had insisted. He hated Pridak. 

Maybe this is something he needs, thought Nocturn. Maybe if ! get rid of it, he will get into some kind 
of bad trouble. Maybe someone will even take his arm off like he took mine. 

Nocturn paused, fumbled with the mask, and started to put it down on the sand. Then he 
hesitated. Pridak would know he had gotten rid of it and be enraged. He would take his anger out on 
Nocturn, like he said, and Pridak didn’t make idle threats. Nocturn had once seen him go after another 
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prisoner of the Pit. Pridak hadn’t killed the Skakdi he was fighting, no, but just wounded his leg enough to 
hobble him. Then Pridak had left, knowing that the hunters of the sea would swiftly zero in on anything 
not able to get away. The outcome had been predictable... and messy. 

Better hang on to it, Nocturn decided. He turned north and resumed walking when something 
struck his tentacle, something sharp, and made him drop the Mask of Life. He glanced down to see that 
there was a dagger embedded in his appendage. Annoyed, he yanked it out and turned to see who would 
be stupid enough to attack him. 

Hydraxon hovered in the water, wrist dagger poised to throw, Cordak revolving blaster aimed 
right at Nocturn. “Far enough, runner,” he said. “Drop the mask and surrender.” 

Nocturn was very confused. “You’re Hydraxon?” he said. “Back when the earthquake hit and we 
all escaped into the black water, Takadox killed you. | saw it. You’re dead.” 

“| got better,” Hydraxon replied. “Апа you’re going back where you belong.” 

“But where we were isn’t there anymore. Don’t you remember? The ground shaking, the walls 
falling, the water flooding in...” 

Hydraxon listened to Nocturn ramble on, but the words meant nothing to him. No such quake 
had ever happened, and he certainly hadn’t been killed by a Barraki. Had he been the real Hydraxon, all 
those memories would have been too painful and real. But he was the jailer of the Pit recreated by the 
Mask of Life from a Po-Matoran, and made to have no doubts, no fears, no frightening recollections. All 
that mattered was his job. 

He realized with a start that he had better get his mind back on his task. Nocturn had fired a sea 
squid at him and he doubted it was to provide him with a loving pet. Hydraxon hurled a razor-edged 
boomerang and sheared the monstrous creature in half. Even then, its tentacles still crawled across the 
sea floor, trying to reach him. 

Before Nocturn could react, Hydraxon drew and hurled one of his back-mounted blades, knocking 
the squid launcher from his enemy’s hand. Nocturn lashed out with his tentacle, wrapping it around 
Hydraxon’s waist and drawing the jailer toward him. Hydraxon aimed his Cordak blaster at a nearby rock 
and fired, blasting it to rubble. 

“Next time, it’s your arm,” he said coldly. 

Nocturn smiled. He suddenly remembered something about his old jailer. Letting Hydraxon go, 
he scooped up two rocks and slammed them together as hard as he could. The sharp crack was incredibly 
loud, and to Hydraxon’s sensitive hearing, painful. The jailer took a few steps back, trying to clear his head. 
Nocturn took advantage and slammed into him, knocking the blaster from his right hand and pinning his 
left to the sea floor. He snaked his tentacle around Hydraxon’s throat. 

“I'm using my arm right now, sorry,” Nocturn said. “But thanks for all the weapons - l'Il take them 
off your body when you’re dead again.” 

“Start with this one,” said Hydraxon, mentally triggering his other back blade. It arced up into the 
water and came down, pinning Nocturn’s tentacle to the ocean floor. Hydraxon seized the moment to 
bring a leg up and kick Nocturn off of him. Then the jailer drew back his arm, ready to hurl a wrist blade 
right at Nocturn. 

“I'm here to bring you back,” Hydraxon said. “It really makes no difference to me if some of your 
parts don’t make the trip.” 

Nocturn’s shoulders slumped. Keeping an eye on his captive, Hydraxon stepped around him and 
picked up the glowing Kanohi mask. The part of him that was the jailer of the Pit knew this mask must be 
important if the Barraki wanted it, and it should probably be kept safe and away from them. But a smaller 
part of him, the remnants of Dekar’s consciousness, remembered this mask as something dangerous and 
destructive. In the wrong hands, the Mask of Life was a potentially devastating weapon. One glance at it 
showed it was already in the process of destroying itself. The best way to ensure it would never pose a 
threat would be to help it on its way. 

Hydraxon gently placed the Mask of Life on the ocean floor. Then he took careful aim with his 
Cordak blaster, and fired. 


“What if we can’t find the Mask of Life in time?” Matoro said. He was swimming alongside Maxilos/Makuta, 
heading for the last reported sighting of Mantax’s army and Toa Hahli. The other Toa Mahri were spread 
out around them, too far away to hear. 

“Ah, if only all Toa had words like ‘can’t’ in their vocabulary,” said Maxilos. “Му path in life would 
have been much easier. | thought your kind thrived on being optimistic to the point of insanity?” 

“| just asked a question,” Matoro snapped. 

“To which you know the answer - if Mata Nui dies, the universe that you, and |, and all your little 
Matoran friends know will be по more. Jaller will lose his chance to live up to the legacy of Кап, Vakama, 
Tahu, and all those other lukewarm Toa of Fire... Hewkii will never see his friend Macku again... and you? 
You will know that in Turaga Nuju’s last moments, he branded you a failure.” 

When Matoro did not reply, Maxilos continued. “When this is all over, | really must retrieve my 
Kanohi Mask of Shadows. Those idiot Piraka let it fall into the sea near Metru Nui. Most think it just allows 
me to spread physical darkness, or breed a little rage here and there, but it’s much more than that. My 
Kanohi lets me see the darkness inside everyone, all the nasty little things they hide in the shadows of 
their spirit. | miss that... of course, | hardly need it with you, Matoro. Yours are practically written on 
your mask.” 

Matoro looked over his shoulder at Maxilos. “Let me tell you something — if the universe ends, if 
everyone and everything is going to die... I’m going to make sure you die first.” 

Maxilos laughed. “You wouldn’t want that. After all, if anything happens to me, you will never 
know what to do with the Mask of Life when you get it — ‘when,’ Toa, not ‘if.’ | have no intention of letting 
you fail.” 

He’s bluffing, thought Matoro. He doesn’t have any more idea what to do with that mask than we do. 
He just wants to make sure | don’t try freezing him solid from the inside out. 

“If you know so much, then tell me — if we get the Mask of Life from the Barraki, then what?” 
asked the Toa of Ice. 

“| would think it would be obvious,” Maxilos said impatiently. “All must be as it was for Mata Nui 
to be healed. That means Voya Nui cannot remain floating above us like some discarded Matoran tool. 
Once the mask is in your hands, you will need to destroy the stone cord linking Voya Nui to Mahri Nui, 
the cord you passed through to reach this place.” 

“And then?” 

“Pessimistic and dense — you truly set a new standard for Toa,” Maxilos replied sharply. “Then 
Voya Nui will return to where it came from. Of course, anyone living on it will be killed in the process... 
and Mahri Nui will be completely destroyed, along with its occupants. Acceptable losses to save the 
universe, wouldn’t you agree?” 

Seeing Matoro’s grim expression, the master of shadows patted him on the back. “Cheer up, little 
Toa. When all is said and done, and two islands’ worth of Matoran are dead, your name will live in history 
— right alongside mine.” 


Entry 10: 

My fellow Toa and | stood in a small chamber, waiting for the one who would lead us to our next, and 
supposedly most dangerous, task. In the meantime, we checked our weapons and armor for any damage and got 
caught up on each others’ adventures. It was a good way to hide any worries we might have. 

“It was a golden crystal,” Опиа was saying. “About as big as Pohatu’s head, and suspended in midair - 
don’t ask me how. We’d been told not to let it touch the ground, and it was a good thing we listened.” 

“Why?” І asked. 


“Heart of the Visorak, they call it,” answered Pohatu. “Ever wonder how the Makuta get the horde 
assembled? Put this crystal in the ground and they all come, no matter where they might be, no matter how far 
away. | guess our hosts don’t want the Brotherhood able to gather them quite so easily next time.” 

“What about you, Lewa?” | said to the Toa of Air. “Where did Tahu send you?” 

“No place,” shrugged Lewa Nuva. “Some weird voice sent me up to Mata Nui — 1 must have been and 
gone just before you arrived, Gali — to deep-dig up a sundial, of all things, and bring it to Metru Nui.” 

“And do what with it?” asked Tahu, never looking up from his scorched armor. Kopaka looked even worse 
after their struggle to cap erupting volcanoes. 

“Got me,” said Lewa. “1 was told to leave it in the Archives, so that’s what | did. By the way, after quick- 
seeing our old island, never hire the Bohrok as decorators.” 

“It’s time to go.” The words, spoken softly, came from а Matoran who stood іп the doorway. “We һауе а 
journey to make and little time in which to make it.” 

“A long journey where?” asked Kopaka. “1 am getting a little tired of running around like a hungry stone 
rat with no idea why.” 

The Matoran just smiled. “You are being given a great honor — to set foot on the island of Artakha. Once 
we are there, my master will speak with you... or not... depending on his whim. He may open his fortress for the 
first time in millennia and welcome you in — or he may banish you forever without a second thought.” 

“Sounds like a party,” said Pohatu. “When do we leave?” 

The world suddenly blurred around us. When my vision cleared again, we were standing with the Matoran 
on a desolate beach. “Leave?” said the villager. “Why, you have already arrived. Good fortune to you, Toa... тау 
you live to leave Artakha once more.” 


Three days later... 

Toa Mahri Hahli sat on the shore of Metru Nui’s silver sea and gazed sadly out at the water. She 
had always hoped to see this city again, and its people — but even in her worst nightmares, she had never 
expected to return with the tale she brought. 

Kopeke, a Ko-Matoran, walked slowly up to her and sat down without saying a word. Once the 
residents of Metru Nui learned Hahli had become a Toa, it was necessary that one of their number be 
appointed to act as Chronicler in her place. The choice of the city elders had been Kopeke, long a trusted 
aide to Turaga Nuju. He adjusted his mask and then waited in silence for Hahli to begin to speak. 

“| don’t envy you,” the Toa Mahri of Water said finally. “When Takua was Chronicler, he wrote 
of many victories and many defeats. One of the first events | had to record during my time in the post 
was the destruction of the village of Ta-Koro. But never did | think such a tragic history as this would ever 
need to be written. Still, Turaga Nokama says sometimes the best way to make sadness go away is to let 
it float from you on a tide of words.” 

Kopeke nodded, but said nothing. He was never the most social of Matoran, and this situation 
clearly made him uncomfortable. Still, the Turaga felt the so-often-silent Matoran was the best choice for 
the job of Chronicler — after all, it is impossible to learn anything while you are speaking. 

Hahli took a deep breath. She knew it was getting close to the time that she would have to leave 
Ga-Metru and join her friends for the memorial in the Coliseum. But how she would make it through that 
ceremony, she had no idea. 

“It happened... so fast,” she said. “One moment, he was there in front of me... the next...” 

She paused, the words hard to come by. Kopeke looked away, not sure what he should do in this 
situation. “You know, Jaller always used to say that Toa were invincible, because the things they stand for 
— unity, duty, and destiny — are invincible,’ Hahli continued. “ОП, we had seen them injured, even defeated 
temporarily, but somehow they — we — always stood to fight again. Even in the worst moments, | thought 
surely we would win out and return home again. That’s what Toa do, isn’t it? That’s what heroes do.” 

Kopeke didn’t know how to respond. Even knowing that most Toa began their lives as Matoran, 
he had always thought of them as something different. They were better, stronger, more capable, and able 
to handle any problem. Seeing one so troubled and in so much pain shook him more than he wanted to 
admit. But he knew he had a job to do, an important job — to make sure no one ever forgot what happened 
in the depths of the Pit. 

“If you write nothing else, Chronicler, write this,” said Hahli. “Sometimes a hero has to do 
something else besides beat the villains and come home covered in glory. Sometimes, he has to make a 
sacrifice so that a lot of people — people he’s never even met, and who don’t know his name — can live.” 

Kopeke scratched her words down on a stone tablet, and then waited expectantly. After a few 
more moments, Hahli began to speak again, her words transporting the Chronicler to the black water 
beneath Mahri Nui and a time only a few days past... 


Three days ago... 
Metru Nui 

Turaga Nuju sat in his observatory high atop a Knowledge Tower in Ko-Metru. It was not a 
chamber he expected to be using for much longer. Its purpose was the study of the stars above Metru 
Nui, but there were precious few still burning. Those that remained were rapidly fading. When the last of 
them was extinguished, the universe would be on its final countdown to destruction. 

More than anything, it was the feeling of helplessness that was driving him mad. The Toa Nuva 
had left some time ago to try to save the Great Spirit Mata Nui and the universe, but never returned. 
Jaller had led a team of Matoran to find the Toa Nuva, and they had never returned either. What kind of 
dangers were they facing? What was taking so long? What sort of lunatic would want to oppose them, 
knowing that the fate of all existence hinged on their success? 

They must find the Mask of Life and use it to save Mata Nui, thought Nuju. And they must find it soon 
or a sky full of dead stars will be the least of our worries. 


The depths of the Pit, not far from Mahri Nui. 

Hydraxon aimed his Cordak blaster at the Mask of Life and fired. 

As jailer of the Pit, he knew it was his job to recapture any escaped inmates and prevent them 
from getting their hands on dangerous weapons. So when he stumbled on the brutish ex-prisoner named 
Nocturn carrying the Kanohi Ignika, he carried out his duty: He subdued the runner, seized the glowing 
mask, and prepared to destroy it. It would be better for all concerned if a mask this powerful was in pieces 
and couldn’t be used by the wrong beings. 

A mini-rocket from the blaster sped on its way to the mask. Then something strange happened — 
a powerful current slammed into the rocket, throwing it off course. It plowed into a nearby boulder and 
exploded, sending debris flying through the water. 

Before the jailer could wonder about the freak current, another one hit him, hurling him far away 
from the Mask of Life. This time, he spotted the source. It was a Toa of Water leading an army of rays 
and flanked by one of the escaped Barraki prisoners — Mantax, if he recalled correctly. 

“Back off!” shouted the Toa. “Keep away from that mask!” 

Hydraxon’s answer was to launch multiple rockets, and then dive for cover as the explosions 
went off. As he hoped, the blasts stunned the Toa, Mantax, and Nocturn. He vaulted out from behind a 
rock and went for the mask. His hand was almost upon it when a claw slashed down and pinned his wrist 
to the ocean floor. It belonged to the Toa, who was reaching for the mask herself. Hydraxon aimed his 
blaster at it again, but she managed to knock it aside. The explosive charge hit in front of the Kanohi Ignika, 
sending it spiraling through the water — 

And right into the claws of Mantax. 
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Toa Hahli and Hydraxon, their fight forgotten, moved as one after the Barraki. But as soon as they 
came within a hundred yards, weakness seized them. At 50 yards, they were too tired to keep swimming 
and sank to the bottom. Mantax, on the other hand, looked stronger than ever. 

“The Mask of Life is mine now,” the Barraki hissed. “And it will stay mine. Tell Pridak and the 
others to meet me at the Razor Whale’s Teeth in one day — unarmed, no armies — where | will dictate 
my terms. Any tricks and the mask will be destroyed.” 

“| don’t make deals with runners,” snarled Hydraxon. “You want to shatter that headgear? Go 
right ahead.” 

“Shut ир!” Hahli whispered harshly to the jailer. “1 need that mask — the universe needs it — try 
anything, and | will personally show you the meaning of ‘dead іп the water.” 

Surrounded by his rays, Mantax swam off with the mask. As soon as he was gone, Hahli and 
Hydraxon felt their strength returning. The jailer immediately turned to look for Nocturn, only to find 
that his prisoner was gone. He whirled around and glared at Hahli. 

“Now see what your interference has caused!” Hydraxon said. “A few seconds more and that 
mask would have been dust. Instead, it’s in the hands of a Barraki.” 

“A few seconds more and we all would have been dust,” Hahli replied. “And who in blazes are 
you, anyway?” 

Hydraxon started to snap off the obvious answer that he was himself, an Order of Mata Nui 
member, jailer of the Pit, but something stopped him. Flashes of memory kept intruding of a life that 
couldn’t have been his — a life as a Po-Matoran in an undersea city. He saw this Matoran, whose name was 
Dekar, swimming through night-dark waters and battling sea creatures who threatened his home. But 
what did any of this matter to Hydraxon? This had no connection to his past or identity... did it? 

“Who | am is my business,” he said finally. “Staying out of my way is yours.” 


By the time the other Toa Mahri tracked her down, Hahli was alone. Hydraxon had departed, despite her 
efforts to talk him out of it. An attempt to make him stay by force had also failed, but a little more painfully. 

She was a little surprised to see the robotic Maxilos, former guard of the Pit, and his pet Spinax 
sticking so close to Toa Matoro. But there would be time to question her comrade later about his choice 
of traveling companions. For now, she gave Jaller and the rest a rapid briefing on Mantax and the Mask of 
Life. 

“And | have no doubt Hydraxon is going after him, even if he did swim off in the opposite 
direction,” Hahli finished. 

“Someone needs to follow him,” said Jaller, “while the rest of us make sure Mantax gets his wish 
for a meeting.” 

“ез send Maxilos,” suggested Matoro. “Spinax here is supposed to be able to track a protodite 
across a planet, so finding one well-armed lunatic shouldn’t be a problem. And I’m sure Maxilos would be 
happy to help out... wouldn’t you, robot?” 

Inside, Matoro was smiling. He knew what none of the others did: that the shell of Maxilos was 
inhabited by the spirit of the evil Makuta. He also knew Makuta didn’t want the other Toa Mahri to have 
that knowledge. That left “Maxilos” no choice but to go along with the Toa of Ice’s suggestion. 

Without a word, the crimson robot turned and left, followed closely by Spinax. Matoro couldn’t 
help but feel relieved to watch him go. 

“This is our chance to get the mask away from the Barraki,” said Toa Hewkii. “But it won’t be 
easy... or pretty. Things are bad enough down here now, but once we have the mask... well, the Barraki 
won’t stop at anything to get it back.” 

“A lot of innocents could get hurt,” Hahli agreed. 

“Then let’s see that they are ever-safe,” Kongu offered. “Who volunteers to deep-talk with 
Defilak?” 

“First we make sure the trap is set,” said Jaller. “And then we'll all talk to him. Maybe by then we 
can figure out how to tell a proud Matoran he has to run.” 
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Under stone markers of truce, the Toa Mahri were able to pass word to the Barraki about Mantax’s 
request. Only Ehlek refused to let a Toa approach, but he had already received the news from Nocturn. 
The reactions among the former allies ranged from intrigued — what price would Mantax want for the 
mask? — to annoyed and all the way up to murderous rage. 

Grimly, they made their preparations. Armies were ordered to stay well away from the meeting 
site and weapons laid aside, at least the obvious ones. If each of them made sure a dagger or two was 
safely hidden somewhere near the Razor Whale’s Teeth, well, that was just Barraki being cautious, at least 
in most cases. But one of them had made up his mind to actually use the blades, Mask of Life at stake or 
not. 


Mantax was busy getting ready for this meeting as well. He was not particularly fearful for his safety, for 
he had already deduced how the Mask of Life had “cursed” him. He had become a true parasite, draining 
the life energy from anyone or anything that came too close to him. It seemed to work in much the same 
way as the attacks of Kalmah’s squid, only Mantax did not have to be in physical contact as they did to 
grow stronger. Unfortunately, for the power to work, he had to be holding on to the mask. That meant 
leaving it behind, safely hidden, was no longer an option. 

It didn’t matter. Once he showed the others the other little item he would be bringing with him, 
they would lose all interest in attacking him. They would be too busy tearing each other apart, and once 
they were done, Mantax would be the only one left standing. 


Defilak had said nothing for a long time, and simply listened as the Toa Mahri explained. His memories of 
life before living underwater were fragmentary at best, as were those of the other Mahri Nui Matoran. To 
discover that there was an island far above on the surface of the sea that had once been their home was 
overwhelming. 

“When Voya Nui broke off its continent and shot to the surface, you were there,” said Matoro. 
“You and your fellow Matoran. Over time, new land formed around the island, and Mahri Nui was built 
on that land. But the ground was unstable — it broke off and Mahri Nui sank down here. Until a few days 
ago, everyone on Voya Nui assumed you were all dead.” 

“| said when we met there were friends who would want to meet you,” said Най! softly. “They 
will welcome you back with joy.” 

“Back?” asked Defilak. “How would we go back?” 

“The cord,” said Jaller, pointing to the long stone “chain” that linked Mahri Nui to Voya Nui. “We 
came down it to get here — now you and your people will travel up to safety. It’s the only way.” 

Defilak shook his head. “Even if what you say is true, we cannot fear-flee from our home. We 
cannot let the Barraki win.” 

“They aren’t going to win,” Matoro replied. “It may be that no one is going to win. Maybe all 
anyone can hope for is to survive, and this is your best chance at that. Your sacrifice is needless, Defilak 
— fighting and dying is what we are here to do. Your job is to live and help your people to do the same.” 

Defilak looked around at his city, his people manning the defenses, and the black water that 
surrounded Mahri Nui. He remembered the struggle to build an existence down here, all the triumphs 
and all the tragedies. He did not remember this Voya Nui or the Matoran the Toa insisted would be 
waiting above, but there was one thing the heroes were saying that he knew to be true: No Matoran 
belonged down here. This was not their world. 

“What do we have to do?” he said finally. 


As swiftly as possible, the Toa assembled all of the Mahri Nui Matoran and led them to the base of the 
cord. The maze of stone tunnels that connected the village to the island above had been heavily damaged 
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by a monstrous Rahi’s attack, resulting in virtually the entire cord being flooded. With the six Toa іп the 
lead, the strange procession entered an outer tunnel and began the long journey to the surface. 

The heroes were watchful and wary. They had almost died on the journey down to Mahri Nui at 
the hands of a group calling themselves Zyglak. If they attacked again, scores of Matoran lives might be 
lost before they could be driven back. 

Strangely, though, there was no sign of them. In a way, that was more disturbing than another 
battle would have been. If they were here, why were they hiding? And if they had fled, where had they 
gone — Voya Nui? Were the Toa Mahri leading the Matoran right into a trap? 

It was Hahli who found part of the answer. Swimming ahead, her fins brushed against something 
floating up near the roof of the tunnel. She glanced up, saw a Zyglak, and instinctively aimed her Cordak 
blaster. But there was no need — the Zyglak was dead. So were all the others she ran across as she moved 
on, until the cord resembled a watery graveyard. 

Hahli turned back to report to the others. Then something shot out of a side tunnel and slammed 
into her. At first, she thought the long, narrow form belonged to a sea snake of some kind. Then it 
wrapped around her and its face loomed out of the darkness... a horribly familiar face. 

“Hakann!” she cried. 

The crimson Рака snarled and began to constrict, trying to squeeze the Toa to death. Най! 
hurled herself at the tunnel wall, slamming her serpentine attacker against the stone. Stunned, Hakann 
loosened his grip and slipped away. 

Hahli couldn’t believe her eyes as she looked at her old enemy. The Piraka’s body was gone. He 
was now just a long spine with a head attached, moving through the water like a hideous eel. Hakann 
closed in again, but Hahli slashed at him with her talons and drove him back. 

“What happened to you?” she asked. 

“We were racing to get the Mask of Life, and thanks to Reidak, wound up down in a pool of 
water,” Hakann hissed. “It... changed us... into freaks. We... slithered... down this cord before Axonn 
or the Voya Nui Matoran could stop us. And when these reptiles tried to get in our way...” 

“You killed them,” Най! finished. “Where are your friends, Рігака?” 

“Right now?” Hakann asked, with a smile. “Attacking yours.” 


The cord was chaos. 

The five Piraka snakes had struck from both sides at the rear of the procession, tearing through 
the ranks of the Matoran. Jaller’s Mask of Sonar had given him a moment’s warning, long enough to ensure 
there were Toa ready to fight off the assault. But even they were stunned by the identity of their enemies. 

“Didn’t we already beat these guys?” Hewkii asked as he whipped his chain around Vezok and 
slammed him onto the ground. 

“Not well enough, | guess,” Kongu answered, dodging a laser blast from Zaktan. “Or else they’re 
just stubborn.” 

“Your fault!” screamed Avak, his snake-like form encircling Nuparu’s arm. “If you had just let us 
have the Mask of Life, this would never have happened!” 

The Toa Mahri of Earth grabbed his foe by the throat, keeping the Piraka’s sharp teeth at bay. 
Kongu called on the power of his Mask of Summoning, bringing a swarm of undersea insect life out of the 
walls of the cord. The tiny creatures affixed themselves to the Piraka’s spines, stinging them again and 
again. 

“What’s the point of this, Zaktan?” Jaller asked, trying in vain to hit the Piraka with flame bursts. 
“You want the Mask of Life, and we don’t have it. Fighting us accomplishes nothing.” 

Zaktan coiled the end of his spine around a Matoran’s throat and began to squeeze. “Wrong. It 
brings you pain. And we want to go on bringing you pain, Toa. Now lay down your weapons and surrender, 
or this Matoran dies — along with many more. You know how many we can kill before you can stop us.” 

Jaller’s eyes met those of Zaktan’s captive, a Ga-Matoran named Idris. There was a question in 
her gaze. The Toa nodded, and a split second later, Idris triggered her electro-blade and thrust it up 
toward Zaktan. There was a bright flash and the Piraka screamed, uncoiling at the same time. Idris leapt 
to the side as Jaller’s flames brought molten rock raining down on the Piraka leader. 

Suddenly, the Toa Mahri were cut off from the Matoran. Walls had appeared on either end of the 
tunnel, boxing them in, and the water was being rapidly drained out of this new chamber. No longer able 
to breathe air, the Toa’s senses began to swim in the now dry environment. On the other side of the wall, 
Avak smiled. His power to create the perfect prison for any enemy was still intact, even if his body was 
not. 

“Fish out of water,” he chuckled. “Gasp for breath in your last moments, Toa, but don’t worry — 
we'll take care of your Matoran friends once you’re gone.” 

Jaller heard a loud humming in his ears. He guessed it was one more sign of approaching death 
from suffocation. Instead, it was the herald of a powerful jolt of electricity that shot through the tunnel, 
shocking Toa, Piraka, and Matoran into unconsciousness. 


The Toa Mahri of Fire awoke with a start. He was lying face down in а pool of water. Below him, һе could 
see the other Toa Mahri reviving, but no sign of the Piraka or the Matoran. 


Flipping over, he peered up through the water. He now realized he was near the top of the cord, 
almost to the point where it emerged on Voya Nui. Crouching near the water’s edge was Axonn, the last 
remaining guardian of that island. Beyond him, Jaller could see the Matoran of Voya Nui embracing their 
brothers and sisters from Mahri Nui. 

“You and the Piraka took the brunt of the blast,” said Axonn. “| ат glad to see you survived.” 

“Me, too,” said Jaller. “Where are the Piraka?” 

“They have been... taken care of,” said Axonn, his tone making it clear he had no intention of 
explaining further. “You have been through a war, | see.” 

Jaller glanced down. His armor was damaged, as were his weapons, the result of ongoing battles 
with the Barraki and their armies. “And it’s still going on,” he replied. 

Matoro swam up beside Jaller. “Meaning it’s time for you to stop being so mysterious, Axonn. | 
was told by... someone... that we have to shatter the cord linking Mahri Nui and Voya Nui to complete 
our mission, and that will result in the destruction of both islands. Is that true?” 

Axonn nodded. “Іс is and it is not. You must destroy the cord, yes, for it holds Voya Nui here. 
And yes, Mahri Nui will be destroyed. But Voya Nui will return to its home and you must go with it. That 
is where the Mask of Life must be used if the universe is to survive.” 

“All right, then we use the Cordak blasters and blow it now,” said Jaller. 

“No!” Axonn answered. “You must not! First, you must have the Mask of Life in your hands — for 
once the cord is shattered, you will have no time to retrieve it. And second, you must give me time to 
get the Matoran to safety. There are chambers underground where they can stay until Voya Nui is back 
where it belongs. The alternative is they will be swept away by the incredible forces you are about to 
unleash.” 

Matoro reached up and clasped Axonn’s hand. “You do what you have to do, then,” said the Toa 
of Ice. “We will get the mask. | promise you that.” 

Jaller glanced at Matoro, wondering just who this grim, determined Toa was — it certainly was not 
the Matoro he had set out from Metru Nui with, so many days ago. 

“Time is of the essence,” said Axonn. “Follow me.” The guardian took a deep breath, dove into 
the flooded cord and began to swim. The Toa Mahri followed. Not far down, Axonn turned into a side 
chamber. He paused, treaded water, and pointed. 

Inside the chamber was a monstrous, insectoid Rahi. Its head turned slowly to observe the 
newcomers even as its multiple legs swayed in the current in what looked like a bizarre dance. Even 
stranger was that the beast was outfitted with mechanical add-ons and weaponry, making it look more 
like a living vehicle than a creature. A large chain around its midsection kept it from leaving the chamber. 

Hahli looked at Axonn with an expression of distaste on her features. As a Toa of Water, it 
disturbed her to see a Rahi confined or altered in this way. Axonn ignored her. Instead, he aimed his axe 
at the wall and fired a blast of energy. When he was done, a message had been carved into the stone: 
“Get in.” 

With varying degrees of reluctance, the Toa Mahri climbed through the creature’s armor plating 
and crowded into the inside of the Rahi. Hewkii immediately made for the exit, not at all liking being 
confined inside a living thing. Jaller put a restraining hand on him and gestured for the Toa of Stone to 
relax. 

Outside, Axonn swung his axe and shattered the chain that held the Rahi in place. The creature 
immediately began to move, drawing its legs in and darting out of the chamber entrance. It made 
instinctively for its home, the waters around Mahri Nui, twisting and turning through the winding tunnels 
of the cord. 

Before the Toa Mahri could even grow used to the abrupt changes in direction, small techno- 
organic appendages sprang out of the walls and seized them. The “hands” pulled at their armor, stripping 
it off them, then grabbed their masks and weapons as well. It happened so quickly the Toa couldn’t prevent 
the theft, and by the time they acted, their property had been pulled into the walls of the creature’s body. 
An instant later, the items were back, but with a difference: All the battle damage had been repaired. 
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Hewkii examined his armor and weapons closely, then shook his head. “A few more of these Rahi 
and all of Ta-Metru would be out of work.” 

“Let’s worry about our own jobs,” said Hahli, adjusting her mask. “We still have a mask to get 
and a cord to shatter.” 

“If someone doesn’t beat us to it,” Matoro said, thinking of Maxilos, Hydraxon, and the six Barraki. 

The Toa of Ice had never been much interested in competitive sports like kolhii, or in wagering 
on the outcome (something that was frowned on by the Turaga anyway). Nor did he like hypothetical 
questions like “If Tahu and Kopaka fought, who would win?” He knew there were always variables, 
unpredictable circumstances that could affect the outcome of a contest. Victory did not always go to the 
strongest or to the righteous or to those who deserved to win - if it did, Makuta would have been ashes 
long ago. He would never have gambled on the outcome of the Toa Mahri’s mission, either. But in this 
case, it wasn’t because logic said there was no way to predict the result, or because he felt wagering was 
wrong. 

He just didn’t like the odds. 


One of those unpredictable circumstances was waiting down below. For most of its life, the creature 
called Gadunka had been a tiny, inoffensive bottom-dweller. Although gifted with row upon row of sharp 
teeth, it was too small to be any real threat to anything bigger than an inch or so. Of course, that was 
before it took refuge under what it thought was a strangely glowing rock and began to change. 

That “rock” was the Mask of Life. A minute portion of its power rapidly changed Gadunka from 
an inoffensive meal for bigger fish to a monstrosity with a mouth big enough to swallow a Takea shark 
whole. 

However, its intelligence had not grown along with its body. Gadunka was still governed by the 
same drives it had always been: eat and survive. Now it was simply much better at doing both. Being a 
territorial creature by nature, it was used to ruling a fragment of a reef or a bit of rock, fighting off all 
competition for that space. In its new form, it saw potential for claiming a domain a great deal bigger for 
itself. 

There was, as always, a problem. Other beings were within the bounds of the area it wanted for 
itself. It could see six of them, all obvious predators, but none as big or as dangerous as Gadunka knew 
itself to be. They would be easy to get rid of. 

Gadunka’s eyes narrowed. One of the six was carrying the glowing rock. That wasn’t right. The 
rock belonged to Gadunka. When they were driven off, that would be left behind, it decided. 

The creature opened its cavernous mouth and bellowed, the noise scattering prey fish for 
hundreds of yards around. Gadunka had power, and now it had purpose as well. Іс began the long swim 
toward its six targets, eager for the thrill of battle. 


Maxilos and Spinax caught up with Hydraxon on an undersea mountain overlooking the Barraki’s 
meeting place. He had made an effort not to follow too closely, so that Hydraxon would not hear his 
approach. His caution was wasted when Gadunka’s bellow ripped through the water, startling Hydraxon. 
The jailer turned then, seeking the source. He spotted the crimson robot closing in and visibly relaxed. 

“| wondered where you had disappeared to,” said Hydraxon. “Соте on, we һауе a runner to 
catch.” 

Maxilos’s face remained cold and still, but inside, the mind of Makuta was amused. Hydraxon still 
believed Maxilos was nothing more than his loyal robot prison guard. He had no idea there was a ghost 
in the machine. 

Under ordinary circumstances, Makuta would have gladly joined in any effort to hunt down and 
destroy the Barraki. The warlords were upstarts with delusions of godhood, too bitter to be trusted and 
too independent to be used. They would have to be eliminated at some point, he had no doubt. But not, 
he reminded himself, while the Kanohi ІрпіКа was in their possession. Mata Nui needed that mask to live, 
and the Great Spirit had to live if Makuta was to someday rule. 

“Turn back,” he said, in the flat, robotic voice of Maxilos. “There are two dozen escaped prisoners 
two kio to the east of our position that must be recaptured.” 

Hydraxon frowned. “Two dozen? That will make for a busy day. But none of them have a glowing 
Mask of Power, РП bet, and this runner does. Keep an eye on that mob and | will join you when I’ve caught 
my prey.” 

Well, | tried, thought Makuta. I wanted to do this the easy way, but if he insists on being destroyed, who 
am | to say no? 

Maxilos raised its arm and a bolt of electricity shot from it, striking Hydraxon square in the chest. 
This was followed by a wave of magnetism that dragged the jailer down to the sea bottom by his armor 
and pinned him to the ground. Then came a burst of sonics, sufficient to turn a normal being’s mind to 
mush. For someone with Hydraxon’s enhanced senses, it was sheer agony. 

“| asked you nicely to turn back,” said Maxilos, although the words were Makuta’s. “| never ask 
twice.” 

“You’re... not... Махіов...” Hydraxon gasped through the pain. 

Maxilos reached out and touched the jailer’s mind, scanning it. Then the robot gave a short, sharp 
laugh. “And you’re not Hydraxon... you only think you are. The real Hydraxon is dead, slain by Takadox 
and buried in the rubble of the original Pit. You’re a copy, just some wandering Matoran the Mask of Life 
decided to have some sport with. You’re not even worth the time it’s taking to demolish you.” 

For an instant, the expression of suffering left Hydraxon’s face, to be replaced by one of rage. 
With enormous effort, he forced two words from his mouth: “Manas zya!” 


Even as Spinax suddenly wheeled and launched itself at Maxilos’s throat, the mind of Makuta was 
analyzing. “Manas” was the Matoran word for “monster,” but “гуа”... that was an ancient term, so old 
even Makuta barely recalled it. Judging from Spinax’s reaction, its meaning was pretty clear. 

Spinax was clawing and snapping at Maxilos’s armor and doing damage. Maxilos swept the beast 
away, but it kept coming back to the attack. The distraction had given Hydraxon a chance to recover and 
the jailer was back on his feet, already unlimbering a dagger. 

“Spinax worked with Maxilos, but he belongs to me,” said Hydraxon. “Не won’t stop attacking 
until you’re down for good. And don’t bother running — there’s nowhere he can’t find you.” 

“Run?” snarled Maxilos, as he flung Spinax away. “A Makuta does not run! Away from me, you 
miserable creature!” 

Hydraxon had never met a member of the Brotherhood of Makuta before. But his memories 
contained enough overheard conversations from Pit prisoners to have some idea of the level of power he 
was dealing with. He would have to strike without mercy. 

Twin daggers flew, burying themselves in the joints of Maxilos’s left arm and left leg. Hydraxon 
knew every detail of the robot’s construction, and just where to hit it. Both limbs went dead. 

Maxilos opened its mouth and screamed, but not in pain. Instead, it was an attack. The sound 
smashed Hydraxon down and again ravaged his mind. Maxilos advanced, maintaining the power scream 
and tearing the daggers out of its metallic body as it walked. The jailer fired his Cordak blaster, shattering 
part of an undersea mountain and bringing a rain of boulders down on Maxilos. The scream was cut off as 
the avalanche buried the robot. 


At the appointed hour, the Barraki had all assembled at the rock formation called the Razor Whale’s 
Teeth. As requested, they had come without the support of their undersea armies, though no one was 
foolish enough to believe the legions were far off. Kalmah was the first to arrive, taking the opportunity 
to scout the area for possible sites of ambush. Ehlek straggled in last and stayed far away from the others. 

For most of their lives, these six warlords had been allies, if not necessarily the best of friends. 
There had been arguments over the millennia, threats, even physical conflict — but never had they actually 
gone to war against each other. That had all changed in the last day. A combination of accident, their own 
bad tempers, and a little “help” from the Toa had fractured the six into four factions — Pridak and Takadox, 
Kalmah and Carapar, while Ehlek and Mantax stood alone. 

The object of their dispute was the Mask of Life. They believed that the mask would be able to 
reverse the mutation sparked by the waters around them, which left them water-breathing monstrosities. 
Once they were back to what they had been - air-breathing peaks of physical perfection — they intended 
to reclaim their lost kingdoms on the land and begin anew their march to power. 

Of course, if only one of the Barraki were to be aided by the Mask of Life, he and he alone would 
be in a position to conquer. The now defunct League of Six Kingdoms would be reborn, but as one 
kingdom under one warlord. 

If the Barraki had known the facts about the Kanohi Ignika, not just the legend, then they would 
have been assured the mask could do what they hoped. Whether it could be made to do so was another 
matter. If it did, though, its effects need not be limited to just the being who possessed the mask, so all 
six could benefit. But for beings who had spent their lives seizing and defending territory, sharing did not 
come naturally. After 80,000 years of confinement in the Pit, the Barraki could be forgiven if every minor 
slight became a major offense and mutual suspicion flared into open war. 

But some things, Mantax knows, cannot be forgiven... ever. 

“You all came,” he began, climbing ир on a rock. His five former allies watched, a mixture of anger, 
uneasiness, and greed on their faces. “Of course you did. You want what | have. But then, that’s nothing 
new. When we lived on land, you coveted my kingdom and my power. Under the sea, you desired to 
know my secrets. Well, now you will.” 


Mantax crouched down, never taking his eyes off the others. He picked up a small, triangular 
shaped stone from the top of the boulder and held it close to his chest. If any of his visitors were reacting 
to the sight of the object, they were hiding it well. 

“Ever since we escaped from the Pit 1,000 years ago, | have been returning there,” Mantax 
continued. “You all wondered why. Takadox and Kalmah even followed me there, trying to learn my 
reason. Now | can tell you: | was searching for something... and | have found it.” 

Mantax held up the stone so the other Barraki could see it. One side of the rock was blank, but 
the other had the symbol of the Brotherhood of Makuta carved upon it. Every Barraki knew that symbol 
well, for it had been an army of the Brotherhood that had defeated them in battle so long ago. That defeat 
had resulted in their exile to the Pit. 

“Do you know what this is?” Mantax said quietly. “One of you does, | know. It’s a Brotherhood 
tablet of transit. In an era long past, whoever held this could not be detained by the Brotherhood for any 
reason. It was a sign to Makuta the universe over that the bearer was a valued ally of that ‘honorable’ 
organization.” 

“We know all that! Get to the point, Mantax,” snarled Pridak. Then he smiled, revealing row upon 
row of sharp teeth. “Or else | will get to mine, and mine are infinitely sharper.” 

“ found this down in the rubble of our old cells,” Mantax answered, his tone as cold as the black 
water around them. “It belonged to one of us. There was only one reason a Barraki would have this and 
hold on to it so long.” 

He paused for a long moment to let his words sink in. Sensing Mantax intended to make a dramatic 
pronouncement, Kalmah decided to deprive him of the satisfaction. “Не thought he might need it. And 
the only reason for that —” 

“— Would be if he knew the Brotherhood was going to come after us!” said Carapar, his glance 
darting to each of his fellows in turn. “Someone double-crossed us!” 

Pridak’s mouth was set in a grim line. “Now it all makes sense. 80,000 years ago, one of our 
number informed the Brotherhood that we planned a revolt against the Great Spirit Mata Nui. In return 
for that betrayal, he was given that tablet. Once we were defeated, it would have allowed him to walk 
away while the rest of us were executed.” 

“But things changed,” said Ehlek. “The Brotherhood captured us, true, but then that other 
creature — that Botar — appeared from nowhere and sent us to the Pit. Even Makuta didn’t seem to know 
who he was.” 

“All right, but then why keep the tablet?” asked Takadox. “What good would it do down here?” 

“Insurance,” said Kalmah, “against the hoped-for day when we escape. If the Brotherhood is still 
active, they will be after us the second we reappear on land – after all of us, that is, except опе... the one 
with that tablet.” 

“You want to share in the power of the Mask of Life,” snapped Mantax. “| want the traitor. One 
of you will confess now, and face punishment — or none of you will ever see this mask again!” 

The six Barraki glared at each other in uncomfortable silence. No one spoke. Pridak took a step 
toward Mantax, who pulled back, holding the mask high as if he would smash it on the rocks. A scaly hand 
reached for a hidden dagger. 

A faraway rumble became a roar. The Barraki looked up as one to see an avalanche heading right 
for them. The six scattered as boulders rained down around them. Mantax darted away, mask in one hand, 
tablet in the other. A dagger flew by, slashing the organic tissue in his left arm. He dropped the mask to 
the sandy ocean bottom. 

“You ууоп be needing that,” his attacker said, poison in his voice. The shadowy figure reached 
out and twisted Mantax’s arm until he dropped the tablet. “Or that.” 

Mantax whirled іп the water to find a dagger at his throat. “You! Of course, it had to be — who 
else would —” 

“You know, | really didn’t intend to end your life, you miserable mud-dweller,” said Takadox. “But 
| must admit, | will enjoy the peace and quiet when you’re gone.” 
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The Toa Mahri spilled out of their living transport just as the avalanche struck the Barraki. They 
saw the six villains take off in different directions. Matoro and Jaller immediately spotted the mask in 
Mantax’s possession and Takadox following. It was only when Hahli cried out that anyone noticed the 
monstrous sea Rahi who was in pursuit of Takadox. 

“| guess we split up,” said Nuparu. 

“ЈаПег and | will go after the mask,” said Matoro. 

“Nuparu and | will keep the other Barraki out of trouble,” offered Hahli. 

“That leaves gruesome for me,” said Hewkii, smiling. “Now | can’t say you never gave me 
anything.” 

“Enough!” snapped Jaller. “Less talking, more hitting.” 


Hewkii already knew the quickest way to beat the monstrous Rahi called Gadunka. A simple application 
of the power of the Mask of Gravity would leave the creature as mobile as the average rock, if not as 
decorative. But somehow it didn’t feel right. Hewkii was an athlete, he lived for competition. Where was 
the sport in winning a battle only because he had a Mask of Power and Gadunka didn’t? 

“All right, so I'll try it without the mask,” he said to himself. “But if it looks like it’s him ог me...” 

The Rahi didn’t know about Hewkii’s decision and didn’t care. It lunged, jaws snapping, and the 
Toa of Stone barely evaded іп time. The second attack was faster, and this time Gadunka caught Hewkii’s 
leg in his mouth. The Rahi shook his head violently from side to side, threatening to snap the Toa in two. 

І can play by those rules too, thought Hewkii. He reached out, grabbed a rock wall, and then used 
his leverage to kick forward and send Gadunka into the hard stone. The impact made the Rahi release 
him. Hewkii landed unsteadily on the sea floor in time to see Gadunka charging again. 

The Rahi opened its massive jaws. Too late to dodge, Hewkii instead thrust his warblade into the 
creature’s mouth, using the weapon to keep the beast’s jaws propped open. The Toa then reared back 
and struck with all his might, sending Gadunka flying. 

By the time Hewkii reached the spot where the Rahi had landed, it had already spat out the 
warblade. Hewkii used his elemental power to form fists of stone to batter Gadunka. As fast as he created 
them, the Rahi bit them in two. 

“You should really do something about that overbite,” said Hewkii. 

Gadunka lunged forward and head-butted the Toa in the abdomen. When Hewkii doubled over, 
the Rahi struck him hard on the head with his pincer. Hewkii went down and Gadunka stomped on his 
back with its clawed foot until the Toa stopped moving. 

Satisfied the battle was over, Gadunka gave a roar of victory and started to swim away. The next 
instant, a chain wrapped itself around the Rahi’s midsection. Gadunka twisted itself around to bite through 
it, but just as its jaws closed on the metal, an electrical surge shot through the chain. The Rahi’s body was 
wracked by spasms as thousands of volts shot through its frame. 
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“Don’t turn your back on me,” said Hewkii, holding on to the other end of the chain. “Bad enough 
you’re a rampaging sea monster, at least be a polite one.” 

The shock and pain enraged Gadunka. It somehow managed to finish closing its jaws, its huge 
teeth snapping the chain. The Rahi staggered forward a few steps, then collapsed. 

Hewkii took a few tentative steps forward to examine his foe. The creature was down, but still 
breathing. As the Toa bent to pick up the broken pieces of his chain, a heavy-lidded eye suddenly snapped 
open. Gadunka rolled, smashing into Hewkii and knocking the Toa off his feet. The Rahi snapped its pincer 
around the Toa’s throat and began to squeeze. 


Hahli and Nuparu saw the battle from far off and raced to their friend’s aid. They had spent the last few 
minutes harassing four of the Barraki, but with limited success. The warlords were gathering their armies 
and it would only be a matter of minutes before they would be after the Mask of Life. 

Nuparu dove, using his aqua blaster blade to send shockwaves through the water. Gadunka snarled 
but didn’t loosen his grip on Hewkii. Distracted by the Toa of Earth, though, it never saw Hahli coming 
from the other direction. She rammed the Rahi hard enough to make him let go of the Toa of Stone. 
When it tried to return to the attack, she slashed the water with her talons to give it second thoughts. 

“Are you all right?” she asked Hewkii. 

“Thanks to you,” said the Toa of Stone. 

“Why didn’t you use your mask power?” asked Hahli. “No, don’t tell me, | can guess. This isn’t 
the time for a contest of strength, brother — save it for when we’re back home safe.” 

Not waiting for a response, Hahli used her control over water to create an underwater tidal wave. 
It hit Gadunka with devastating force, dropping the Rahi in his tracks. 

This time, the Rahi wasn’t getting back up. The three Toa Mahri swam in silence for the city of 
Mahri Nui and the final moments of their mission. 


Matoro and Jaller made it to the ocean floor just as Takadox was about to strike. Matoro unleashed a 
blast of ice, freezing both dagger and hand. Takadox howled in pain. Mantax scrambled to his feet and 
head-butted his fellow Barraki, driving his head spikes into Takadox’s abdomen. The paralyzing venom on 
the spikes immediately went to work. 

“You... fool,” muttered Takadox. “Do you think Toa will let you keep the mask? You’ve 
doomed... all of us...” 

Mantax was startled by the explosion of a Cordak blaster rocket, launched from the back of Jaller’s 
Hahnah crab. When he turned, Jaller dove, slamming into the Barraki. Mantax slashed the water with his 
pincers, but Jaller deflected the blow with his sword. The Barraki went for the mask, but Jaller was too 
fast for him. Using his control over heat and flame, he turned the water around his foe into a seething 
cauldron. 

“Give it up,” warned Jaller, “ог some lucky Rahi is going to be feeding on boiled Barraki tonight.” 


Maxilos got to his feet. The avalanche had carried him all the way down to the Razor Whale’s Teeth. His 
metallic body was badly damaged but still functional. There was no pain, for this robot frame couldn’t feel 
any physical sensation. But there was anger. Hydraxon, he decided, would pay in full for his interference 
before this was all over. 

He spotted a figure half walking, half dragging itself toward him. It was Takadox, his body struggling 
to fight off the paralyzing effects of Mantax’s head spikes. He was losing the battle, but determined to still 
win the war. Approaching Maxilos, Takadox triggered his hypnotic power. 

“You must... do as | say...” he whispered. “Find Mantax... kill Mantax... get the Mask of Life 
and...” 

Maxilos backhanded Takadox, sending the Barraki flying. “Save your petty talents for the fish and 
the worms, Takadox,” he growled. “And stop annoying your betters. You were pathetic as a warlord... 
more so as a traitor... and now this... oh, this is just laughable.” 
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“If you think that’s funny, you’ll love this,” said Matoro, hovering above. Not giving Maxilos any 
chance to react, he encased the robotic figure in ice that was beyond cold. The sudden, intense drop in 
temperature caused cracks to form in Maxilos’s crimson armor. Tiny, barely visible wisps of greenish vapor 
began to drift through the cracks, only to freeze the instant they did. 

“It ends here,” said Matoro, as he continued to pour on the elemental energy. “One thousand 
years of fear and violence and darkness even in the day... it’s time to stop it.” 

Matoro expected to hear Makuta’s voice in his mind, threatening, pleading, cajoling, offering empty 
promises in return for freedom. But as the cold seeped into Makuta’s armor and began to freeze even the 
energy inside, the words that sprang from mind to mind were worse than anything Matoro could have 
imagined. 

lm... proud... of you, said the mental voice of Makuta. 


Mantax was down and Takadox was nowhere to be seen. Jaller had a free and clear shot at the Mask of 
Life, lying half-buried in the sand. Maybe Jaller had not contributed as much to the battle in the Pit as he 
would have liked, but he would have the honor of obtaining the mask. 

Jaller went for the Kanohi Ignika. An armored hand grabbed him from behind, closing on his throat 
and cutting off his air. The next second, Jaller was being hauled off his feet by a battered Hydraxon. 

“| think that mask belongs to me,” said the Pit jailer. As casually as if he were throwing out rubbish, 
he hurled Jaller against a rock. The impact hurt, but Jaller wasn’t about to let that stop him. Summoning 
all his willpower, he created a wall of flame several yards high and wide cutting Hydraxon off from the 
mask. 

“Stupid runner,” Hydraxon said. “I'll just go over or around it.” 

“No,” said Jaller, shaking his head, “you won't.” 

The Toa of Fire’s sonar had spotted what Hydraxon had not: Spinax, coming on the run, leaping 
to the attack. The hound went for Hydraxon’s throat and it was all the jailer could do to keep the beast 
at bay. 


Makuta was cold. Colder than he had ever been. Colder even than the darkness he inhabited. On his way 
to prevent Hydraxon from acquiring the Mask of Life, he had been ambushed by Toa Matoro, and frozen 
inside superhard ice. Now even his energy was beginning to crystallize — not at all good from his point of 
view. 

Through the clear ice he could dimly make out the forms of the Toa Mahri, Barraki and Hydraxon 
іп a mad scramble for the artifact. None of them, he was sure, had the slightest idea what the mask could 
really do. To them, it was just a bright golden treasure to be warred over like hungry Rahi after a meal. 

Makuta, of course, knew better. He had pieced together half-remembered legends, whispered 
rumors, even fragments of information retrieved in the long-past raid on the island of Artakha. The Mask 
of Life was intended as more than just a cure-all for the Great Spirit Mata Nui in the event of his illness — 
no, no, the Mask of Life was a quick solution to another problem altogether: the Great Beings had created 
a universe, but they could not be certain it would operate as they wished. And if it did not — if the 
population plunged into war, if pestilence and famine took hold, if all hope was gone — the mask would 
activate, draining all life from every being and ending the universe once and for all time. When the time 
came, the mask would first turn from gold to silver, and eventually to black when the end time had arrived. 

Axonn, Brutaka, Umbra — all the noble guardians of the Kanohi Ignika had never realized that they 
were protecting an item that could bring about complete annihilation. But Makuta knew its true 
importance, and had factored that into his great plan. Of course, death by freezing had not been a part of 
the scheme. 

That was when Makuta noticed something, something quite wonderful: a lone drop of water was 
falling down the outside of his icy prison. Then he saw why - Jaller had created a wall of flame. The heat 
was melting Matoro’s ice, and freedom was moments away. The powerful limb of Maxilos shattered the 
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prison, and Makuta guided his new body into the battle. Іс was time to move the plan one step closer to 
completion. 


Once again, Jaller moved to grab the Mask of Life. Once again, someone stopped him. This time, it was 
Maxilos, armor badly cracked and still half-covered in ice. “My thanks, Toa, for the well-timed wall of fire,” 
said Makuta in the voice of the robot. “Not that | couldn’t have freed myself, but | was curious to see just 
how far Matoro was willing to go. And by the way, Hydraxon, the hound may ‘belong’ to you, but | can 
be very... persuasive.” 

Maxilos advanced toward the Mask of Life. “Now ГЇЇ take that mask. You might drop it.” 

Jaller didn’t know just what was going on. But his Mask of Sonar told him Matoro was approaching 
fast from above. This might be their best chance to get the mask, and the Toa of Fire wasn’t going to blow 
it. He dove, slapping at the mask and sending it spiraling up through the water. “Matoro!” he yelled. “Grab 
it!” 

The Toa of Ice reached out his hand, straining, and then the Mask of Life was in his grasp! He had 
it! 

Matoro instantly braced himself, expecting an attack from Maxilos. But to his surprise, the 
possessed robot just stood there and watched. He didn’t even make a move as Jaller swam to join his 
fellow Toa. 

“What’s the story with tall, red and spooky?” asked Jaller. 

“More than time | told you,” Matoro replied. “Let’s talk as we travel - we һауе a cord to blow 
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up. 


Maxilos watched Jaller and Matoro swim away with the mask. Hydraxon had finally succeeded in 
ripping Spinax loose from him. Maxilos felled the jailer with a well-placed blow before he could harm the 
hound. After all, there was no reason to harm a dumb Rahi. Not when harming intelligent beings was so 
much more fun. 

He could imagine the questions that were running through the Toa’s minds right now, especially 
Matoro’s. Why would Makuta, master of shadows, sworn enemy of Toa, allow two to escape with the 
ultimate prize — the Mask of Life? Was he afraid? Weakened? Or did he have some plan to steal it back 
later? 

None of the above, thought Maxilos. Oh, | made a show of wanting the mask for myself... enlisting 
those foolish Piraka, as if those buffoons had a chance against even a team of novice Toa. True, they were lucky 
with the Toa Nuva, and | admit their alliance with Brutaka was a surprise — they came close to getting the mask. 
But | would have found a way to delay them, if need be. 

Maxilos reached out and absently stroked Spinax’s head. The hound was still in the thrall of 
Makuta’s power to control animals. Toa are honest and straightforward as a rule. That makes them one- 
dimensional and completely unprepared to deal with a complex entity such as myself. 

He reflected on his time in the Pit. When he had first encountered Matoro while wearing the shell 
of Maxilos, he had told the Toa of Ice, “I’m on your side.” It might have been the only true statement he 
had ever made to a Toa. He knew the Toa would not believe him, and also knew any efforts by him to 
claim the mask would serve to reinforce the idea he was just after the artifact. And the Toa would never 
realize his true purpose... not until it was too late. 

They probably even think | want them dead, Makuta said to himself. Another mistake — why should | 
want their existences to end, when І can look forward to filling them with fear and pain for millennia to come? 


Jaller and Matoro were indeed talking and asking questions during their journey, but not solely about 
Makuta. After Matoro’s confession that he had known all along Makuta was in the body of Maxilos, Jaller 
had at first been angry. Then, after a while, he realized the impossible spot the Toa of Ice had been in. If 
Jaller and the other Toa had known, they would have attacked Maxilos. Caught between him and the 
Barraki, they most likely would have been wiped out and the mission doomed. 

“You know, Matoro, you don’t have to keep secrets anymore,” said the Toa of Fire. 

“What?” 

“Back when you were a Matoran, working for Turaga Nuju, you heard all sorts of things the 
Turaga didn’t want us to know. Sometimes it seems like they don’t want us to know anything. You were 
sworn to keep what you heard to yourself. For years, you knew all about Metru Nui and what had 
happened there and you kept it secret.” 

“| had no choice,” said Matoro. “I did what the Turaga felt was best.” 


“I know that,” Jaller said, softening his tone so Matoro would not think he was being attacked. 
“But doing that made you alone among the rest of us. Now the Mask of Life is doing the same thing and 
it can’t be helped. Still, you have to remember you аге part of a team now - you don’t have to keep 
everything inside anymore.” 

“What do you mean, ‘the Mask of Life is doing the same thing’?” 

“Do you remember, back on Voya Nui, when Kongu insisted you be the one to take the mask 
away from Vezon? He didn’t explain why at the time. But he told me later that һе had read the Ignika’s 
‘mind,’ and it wanted you to be the one to carry it. You’re the only one who can touch the Mask of Life 
without being cursed by it. Kongu wasn’t sure whether to tell you or not. | told him | would.” 

Matoro was silent, but his thoughts raced. If he was meant to carry the mask, then did that mean 
if something happened to him, the mission would fail? And why him? Hahli was faster... Hewkii was 
stronger. Jaller and Kongu had way more experience as fighters... why would the mask pick him? 

“We haven’t always been the best of friends,” said Jaller. “| guess it’s tradition - fire and ice rarely 
get along. But | wanted you to know... | think the Ignika made the right choice.” 

“You do?” said Matoro, surprised. “Why?” 

Jaller smiled. “Because anything you are asked to do - even if it’s hard, or painful, or you hate 
having to do it — you get done. Look, Matoro, back on Voya Nui you once questioned your worth to the 
team because you aren’t a warrior. But being a Toa isn’t about who’s strongest or toughest or has the 
best mask power. It’s about spirit. And by that measure, you are a great Toa.” 

Now it was Matoro’s turn to smile. Maybe Jaller was right. Maybe he did have what it took to be 
a Toa. When this mission was over, perhaps he would turn down the chance to become Turaga Matoro 
and stay a Toa. Even if he couldn’t breathe air anymore, there was a whole ocean to explore. 

“Thanks, )айег,” said the Toa of Ice. “I mean it.” 

“No problem,” Jaller replied. He chuckled. “Just hang on to that mask, okay? It’s been changing 
hands so fast down here it’s made me dizzy.” 

“Don’t worry,” said Matoro, looking at the glowing Ignika in his hand. “This time, it’s not going 
anywhere.” 


“No,” said Maxilos. “You’re not going anywhere.” 

He was standing on the ocean floor, confronting the six Barraki. Behind them, their armies could 
be seen assembling. They were about to launch a final bid to seize the mask, and nothing was going to get 
in their way — or so they thought, at least. 

“Listen to him,” snarled Carapar. “Bucket of bolts acting like he’s tough. How many pieces should 
І snap him into?” 

“Be careful,” said Takadox softly. “He’s not what he seems.” 

“Shut up, Takadox,” snapped Kalmah. Mantax had told the others about their fellow Barraki’s 
treachery. They had agreed to let him help get back the mask as a means of atonement for his crimes. But 
no one doubted he would be dying a painful death before all this was over. 

“Carapar, you are an ignorant spawn of a Brakas monkey, and you always were,” said Maxilos 
coolly. “You couldn’t snap your fingers without help... if you had fingers.” 

Pridak regarded Махіов, intrigued. “Takadox is а lying piece of sea slime, but һе may be correct 
in this case. You certainly aren’t acting like the robotic guard we knew and loathed all those millennia. But 
| really don’t have the time or interest to ask why. Move aside, or die.” 

“Do you remember when we first met, Pridak?” asked Maxilos. “Let me see... you were standing 
before me in chains. You talked about how you had once been a servant of the Brotherhood of Makuta, 
but were moving on to bigger things.” Maxilos glanced around at the watery world in which the Barraki 
dwelled. “When, exactly, are you planning to arrive?” 

Pridak, staggered, said nothing at first. Then he was finally able to say the name. “МаКита...?” 

The other Barraki stiffened with shock. It had been Makuta who had led the army that shattered 
their attempt at rebellion 80,000 years before. He was going to execute them, until Botar spirited them 
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away to imprisonment in the Pit. They had nursed an abiding hatred for him and the Brotherhood for all 
this time. 

“It can’t be,” said Carapar, genuinely confused. 

“и obviously is, you dolt,” grumbled Kalmah. “What are you doing down here, Makuta? And why 
the disguise?” 

“My reasons for being in this form are my business, not yours,” said Maxilos. “As for why | am 
here — Гуе come to finish the job | began 80 millennia ago: the destruction of the Barraki.” 

The six warlords knew they should not waste time on this battle. The Mask of Life was in the 
hands of the Toa Mahri and they needed to get it back. But... the prospect of revenge on the one 
responsible for their being here was too delicious to pass up. Carapar charged first. 

The body of Maxilos never moved so much as an inch as the crab-like Barraki barreled his way. 
Instead, he called upon one of his many powers to slow Carapar’s movement to a crawl. Then he stepped 
aside and undid his action, allowing the Barraki to resume his all-out attack at the spot where Maxilos 
once had been. Unable to stop in time, Carapar plowed into a rock wall. 

“Hmmm,” said Maxilos. “You know, | had forgotten how much fun this is.” 

“You don’t need to tell us,” snapped Kalmah, lashing out with his tentacle. “We know all about 
fighting.” 

“Fighting? Who’s talking about fighting?” replied Maxilos. He unleashed a bolt of chain lightning, 
stunning all six Barraki at once. “| was talking about winning.” 


Hahli, Hewkii, Kongu, and Nuparu caught up with their two partners on the outskirts of Mahri Nui. Now 
that it was abandoned, the village looked like the remains of some long-forgotten shipwreck. Lonely 
hydruka poked among the fields of air, as if expecting their masters to return at any moment to gather 
the precious bubbles from the airweed. In a few places around the city, the protective domes of air had 
weakened to the point that water had flooded in. As the Toa Mahri watched, the largest of the air bubbles 
collapsed and the sea claimed Mahri Nui. 

“Spooky,” said Nuparu. “Almost like a giant memorial stone for an entire people.” 

“Let’s hope it doesn’t wind up being one for us, too,” muttered Kongu. 

“Тһе Barraki won’t be far behind us,” said Hahli. “Whatever we’re going (о do, we better do 
quickly.” 

“Hewkii, you’re the one with the dead aim,” said Jaller, retrieved Cordak blaster in hand. “What 
part of the stone cord linking this place to Voya Nui do we target?” 

Hewkii’s eyes narrowed. Although he no longer wore the Mask of Accuracy he had as a Toa Inika, 
its power had always been just a supplement to his own natural skill. He was, after all, a former Po- 
Matoran crafter. He knew all about rock — where it was strongest, where it was weakest, and just how 
hard to hit to make it split in two. 

“There,” he said finally, pointing to a narrow spot about 200 yards above the city. “All six of us 
fire everything we’ve got at that one point and we'll shatter it. My question is — then what?” 

“Axonn said Voya Nui would go back where it came from,” said Jaller. “How, | don’t know — or 
how fast. So we better be prepared for anything.” He looked around at the rest of the team. “Everyone 
ready?” 

The other Toa Mahri nodded. 

“Try hitting the target for a change, Hahli,” joked Hewkii. 

“Excuse те?” the Toa of Water replied, smiling. “Who won all those kolhii matches?” 

“I've never had an island fall-drop on my head before,” said Kongu. “This should be interesting.” 

“New day, new experience,” Nuparu said brightly, earning himself a glare from the Toa of Air. 

“Um, guys?” said Hahli, pointing behind them. “I just spotted an experience we could do without.” 

The Toa Mahri turned to see a very angry Gadunka swimming toward them. If the Rahi had 
suffered any ill effects from his battle with Hewkii, he wasn’t showing them. 


“It’s my old pal,” said the Toa of Stone. “Too bad we don’t have any of those explosive madu fruit 
like on our old island. | could teach him to play fetch.” 

“Your ‘pal,’ huh?” said Kongu, eyeing the massive jaws of Gadunka. “Sometimes | wonder about 
your taste in friends, Hewkii.” 

“So do I,” shot back the Toa of Stone. “Every time | look at you.” 

“We don’t have time for this,” said Matoro. “Every minute we waste brings Mata Nui that much 
closer to dying.” 

“Don’t worry,” answered Hewkii. He looked from his weapons to Gadunka, then back to his 
weapons, and then at Matoro. “Thirty seconds, tops.” 

That was when the Toa Mahri got their second surprise. Gadunka wasn’t alone. Behind him came 
the 300-foot long venom eel created by the Mask of Life, and the massive sea behemoth summoned from 
beneath the ocean floor by Kongu’s mask during an earlier battle. Initially enemies, the two had apparently 
made up and befriended Gadunka as well. Now all three had their sights set on Mahri Nui and the Toa. 

Hewkii glanced at Matoro. “Better make that forty seconds.” 


Maxilos hadn’t expected it to be this easy. A mere five minutes into the battle, and already all but 
two of the Barraki were stretched out unconscious on the sea floor. Either they were not as formidable 
as he had believed, or else he had simply forgotten just how powerful he could be in battle. 

Now only Pridak and Takadox remained. Pridak was battered but still standing, hatred burning in 
his eyes. Takadox was off cowering somewhere. “Wasn’t it enough?” said Pridak, his voice ragged. “You 
smashed our rebellion all those years ago... then stood there as we were dragged off to spend eternity 
in a cell. Now, when we have another chance at freedom, you stand in our way again! Why?” 

“You flatter yourself, Pridak,” laughed Maxilos. “Do you think | give a protodite’s sigh about you, 
your ambitions, your freedom? Do you think the leader of the Brotherhood of Makuta traveled all this 
way simply to stop your freakish band from returning to the land?” 

“Then why?” repeated Pridak. 

“Because the Mask of Life matters to me,” said Maxilos, “and so, by extension, the Toa Mahri 
matter to me. You, on the other hand, are an inconvenience, like Rahi making noise in the night when 
your betters wish to slumber. You must be put down.” 

Takadox suddenly burst out of hiding. In his hand he held the stone tablet of transit. “Makuta! 
Makuta!” he cried. “Look! See? | hold the Brotherhood of Makuta tablet. This proves | have been loyal! 
Under Brotherhood law, | must be spared.” 

Maxilos reached out his hand for the tablet. Takadox dutifully put it in the robot’s armored palm. 
Maxilos regarded it quizzically for a few moments, then glanced up at the eager Takadox. As the Barraki 
watched, Maxilos closed his fist, crushing the tablet to dust. 

“Under Brotherhood law? | am Brotherhood law!” said Maxilos. “But since you so obviously want 
your freedom, Takadox... allow me.” 

Reaching out with his mind, Maxilos enveloped Takadox in his illusion power. Suddenly, the 
Barraki no longer saw himself as a mutant in the bottom of the watery Pit. Instead, he was in his original 
form, back on dry land again. He was standing in a castle tower, looking down at his loyal armies. The 
other five Barraki were there, too, in chains, begging him for mercy. 

Any doubts Takadox might have had about this being reality were rapidly dispelled. The sights, 
the sounds, the smells were so real, down to every detail, how could he help but believe it? Who knew 
what a Makuta could accomplish, after all? 

He gazed out over his realm and his people. All six kingdoms belonged to him now. Oh, he would 
be a benevolent ruler. He would protect the Matoran in his domain — and they would need protection, 
since his first act would be the elimination of all Toa within his borders. As for Pridak and the others, he 
would spare their lives, of course. He would even restore them to positions of importance. After all, the 
job of keeping the dungeons clean was a vital one in any kingdom. 

There was a stirring among the outer ranks of his army. Soldiers were moving aside in a hurry, as 
if to let someone of importance through. Takadox couldn’t see anyone approaching, but the army 


continued to scatter as whatever it was drew closer and closer to the fortress. Puzzled, Takadox leaned 
over the parapet to try and catch a glimpse of his visitor. What he saw made him even more confused, 
and a little worried. 

“Why does the ground... move?” he said to no one in particular. 

Then he saw why. The land before his fortress was covered by a swarm of insects, all headed 
straight for the walls. But not just one species, no, multiple different kinds of things that crawled and flew 
and even slithered — and even stranger, all of them were creatures of the sea. None of the creatures now 
on the march should have been able to survive more than a few seconds on dry land. 

“Oh, no,” muttered Takadox. It was his army from the Pit. When he had dwelled below the water, 
he had commanded legions of undersea insect life. Now he had returned to the land and they had followed. 
In his heart, he knew they weren’t here because they missed him. They were out for revenge. 

“Stop them, you idiots!” he yelled at his land-dwelling forces. “What do | pay you for?” 

But his army had melted away. The horde of insects had begun to climb the walls now. Takadox 
turned and flung open the tower door. He was three steps down the staircase before he noticed the stairs 
were moving as well. That was when he started to scream. 

Down in the Pit, Pridak looked with disgust at the screaming Takadox, huddled on the ground 
with his arms over his head as if to ward off an attack. “What is he seeing?” the Barraki asked Maxilos. 

“Something | faced long ago,” Maxilos answered. “His destiny. We all have one, you know.” 

“For good or evil?” 

“Nothing quite so antiquated as that,” Maxilos chuckled. “For creation or destruction... and is 
creation always good? Is destruction always evil? Suppose | create a weapon capable of ending all life in 
the universe? Its purpose is destruction, but it was born from creation.” 

“Yes, | know all about destiny,” said Pridak. “Mine was interfered with so you could achieve your 
ends. It’s time | returned the favor.” 

Maxilos glanced around. Ehlek, Kalmah, Mantax, and Carapar were back on their feet. Their armies 
had silently assembled all around, with Nocturn swimming at the head of Ehlek’s legions. Maxilos was now 
outnumbered 100,000 со one, at least. 

“| see,” was all he said. “Your Barraki were not as badly injured as | was led to believe.” 

“You’re not the only talented liar under the sea,” said Kalmah. “We were buying time for our 
armies to arrive. Now we are going to make bait out of you.” 

Five Barraki and their armies charged, in the greatest attack on a single being in the history of the 
universe. Maxilos never flinched, never dodged, and never even thought about running as the might of an 
entire ocean surged toward him. Victory or defeat, he would face his destiny as a Makuta. 


The Toa Mahri were in the fight of their lives. 

Jaller’s battle plan had called for Hewkii to use his Mask of Gravity to take the venom eel out of 
the fight. But a sudden, violent attack by Gadunka had left the Toa of Stone momentarily stunned. A single 
blow from the undersea behemoth called forth by Kongu had flattened Jaller and Matoro, and only quick 
thinking by Nuparu had blocked Gadunka from seizing the Mask of Life. 

“You summoned that thing,” Hahli said to Kongu. “Can’t you make it go away?” 

“The mask doesn’t work that way,” Kongu answered, even as he sent waterspouts slamming into 
their foes. “But | can summon something else to fight them.” Before Hahli could stop him, Kongu called 
on the power of his Mask of Summoning. He expected some massive prehistoric sea creature to make an 
appearance for an underwater brawl. Instead, he got a school of tiny, glowing fish, each no bigger than his 
finger. The Toa of Air looked at them, disappointed. 

“Stupid mask,” he muttered. “What good are they?” 

“No, wait, look,” Hahli said. The small fish, their natural light flashing on and off, had darted away 
from the two Toa. As they shot past the whale creature Kongu had summoned before, the beast shot out 
a slimy appendage and grabbed the entire school. In an instant, it had shoved them into its mouth. 

“Well, that’s helpful,” said Kongu. “1 ordered him lunch.” 


“You did more than that,” Hahli replied. “Keep your blaster ready. | have an idea.” 

The Toa of Water called on the power of her Mask of Kindred, which allowed her to adopt the 
powers of other sea creatures. This time, she made her body glow with bio-luminescence, as the tiny fish 
had done. Then she swam toward the whale creature. As soon as it saw her, it thought “meal” and 
lumbered in pursuit. Hahli dove and dodged as it tried to grab her. Kongu tracked her with his Cordak 
blaster, waiting for the right moment. 

Finally, Hahli darted beneath a huge outcropping of rock, with the massive sea beast following 
along behind. Just before it passed under the stone formation, Kongu fired his blaster. The projectile struck 
the rock and exploded, bringing a hail of giant boulders down on the creature. Neither Toa thought it 
would be enough to kill the beast, but hopefully the avalanche would stun it long enough to take it out of 
the fight. 

Not far away, Hewkii had recovered in time to spot the venom eel bearing down on him, its jaws 
open wide. A quick use of the Mask of Gravity shut them hard. The Toa of Stone was tempted to use his 
power to tie the eel into a knot and leave it here, but then he glanced at the cord the Toa were there to 
destroy. This wasn’t going to be the healthiest place to be around pretty soon. It wasn’t the eel’s fault it 
was a menace and maybe somewhere else it wouldn’t be. And if the Toa Mahri failed in their mission, 
would any of it matter anyway? 

As the eel came around again, Hewkii used his power to lighten its personal gravity just enough 
to make it unable to fight the current. It was swept rapidly away to the south, struggling in vain to halt its 
progress. Once outside of the range of the mask’s power, it would go back to normal. Hopefully, there 
would still be a universe for it to live in. 

“Okay, forty-five seconds,” Hewkii said, as he watched it go. 

Elsewhere, Nuparu was having his own problems. He had planted himself between Gadunka and 
the semi-conscious form of Matoro to stop the creature from getting its claws on the Mask of Life. Using 
his own mask’s stealth power had enabled him to confuse the beast, but Gadunka’s eyes rarely strayed 
from its goal. When Nuparu faded away and then reappeared and his foe took no notice, the Toa knew it 
was time to try something else. 

Nuparu picked up a boulder and threw it with all his strength. Gadunka shrugged and casually bit 
the rock in half. 

Okay. New plan, thought Nuparu. 

Unleashing his elemental control over earth, Nuparu ripped a chasm in the ground beneath 
Gadunka’s feet. Startled, the creature tumbled in and was lost from view. Nuparu waited a moment, but 
there was no further sign of his opponent. 

“Glad that’s over,” Nuparu said, as he turned back to Jaller and Matoro. Both were starting to 
come around. With all three enemies taken care of, they could get on to their mission here as soon as all 
six Toa Mahri were assembled. 

A pincer tore out of the ground and grabbed Nuparu around the waist. He was lifted off his feet 
and slammed down on the ground once, twice, three times. Dazed, he turned his head to see he was in 
the grip of Gadunka. The monster opened its huge jaws and brought Nuparu toward them, intending to 
make the Toa a meal. 

Then something caught the creature’s eye. The Mask of Life had flared a little more brightly in 
Matoro’s grasp. Gadunka tossed Nuparu aside, the Toa of Earth already forgotten by its dim brain. Two 
quick strides took it to its goal. Іс reached out and grabbed the Mask of Life away from the fallen Matoro. 

Had Gadunka’s circumstances been different, it might have heard in the past about the unique 
properties of the Kanohi Ignika. Іс might have known that those who touch the mask when they are not 
destined to do so are cursed by it. But Gadunka had not been privileged to have that information, nor 
would it have known what to do with the knowledge if it had. So it would have to find out the hard way. 

The Mask of Life responded with fear and anger to being taken from Matoro. It lashed out, granting 
Gadunka the power to devolve virtually anything it touched into its original state. The effects were 
immediate. Before Nuparu’s startled eyes, the Rahi began to shrink. As if time had reversed itself, Gadunka 
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rapidly returned to what it had been before the Mask of Life had evolved it mere days ago: a tiny aquatic 
creature, no threat to anything larger than a darter fish. Deprived of its newfound power and strength, 
Gadunka roared its frustration — but it was now too small to be heard. 

Back on his feet, Matoro went to retrieve the mask. The voice of Hydraxon stopped him. “I 
wouldn’t,” said the jailer of the Pit. “That mask comes with me.” 

Jaller brandished his power sword and Nuparu aimed his blaster at the newcomer. Matoro waved 
them both off and held the mask out to the battered Hydraxon. “You want this? Take it. Go ahead. Then 
the fate of the universe can be on your head, instead of mine. | never asked to be the one everything 
depends upon.” 

Hydraxon, suspecting a trap, made no move for the mask. “What are you talking about?” 

“Use your eyes!” snapped Matoro. “Look around! Strange sea creatures appearing out of 
nowhere, an entire city of Matoran abandoned, the Barraki and their armies running wild... is that normal? 
And it’s probably worse in places like Metru Nui, my home. The end is coming, Hydraxon, even as we 
stand here talking, and everything that lives can sense it. And now everything comes down to one mask 
апа one Toa — me — and maybe I’m just not ир to being a hero. So you take it. You save the universe.” 

Hydraxon looked at the mask, then into Matoro’s eyes. His memories were filled with similar 
moments, when prisoners had pleaded with or threatened him or insisted on their innocence. No matter 
what came out of their mouths, their eyes never lied — just as Matoro’s were not lying now. 

“Maybe | have seen а few strange things,” Hydraxon said. He was remembering Maxilos, the things 
his robot guard had said, and the powers he had displayed. “Вис that’s a pretty powerful mask. What are 
you planning to do with it?” 

Matoro glanced at the glowing Ignika. “When | find out, РИ let you know. So do we һауе to fight, 
Hydraxon, or will you let us pass?” 

Part of Hydraxon still felt strongly that the Ignika should be destroyed. But a bigger part of him 
couldn’t deny that something felt fundamentally wrong about the universe, even about himself. Maybe 
these Toa and this mask were the cure for that. If they weren’t, there would always be time to bring them 
in later... wouldn’t there? 

“| have runners to catch,” the jailer said. “You can keep your toy for now. But stay out of my way 
in the future, understand?” 

Matoro shook his head. “Somehow, | don’t think that will be a problem.” 

The Toa Mahri stood silently as Hydraxon swam away. Hahli couldn’t help but wonder about the 
sadness that seemed to hang over the jailer. “It’s like he’s looking for all these escapees,” she remarked, 
“but he’s the one who’s really lost.” 

“Analyze him later. Our troubles aren’t over yet,” said Hewkii. “Look!” 

A wall of darkness was headed straight for the Toa Mahri. It took their eyes a few seconds to 
process that the “wall” was made up of thousands upon thousands of sea creatures, led by the Barraki. 
Oddly, Takadox was unconscious and being dragged along by Carapar. 

“Well, that’s not good,” said Hewkii. 

“| expected them sooner,” said Jaller. “Let’s make their trip be for nothing.” 

All six Toa Mahri wheeled as one, aimed, and unleashed the power of their Cordak blasters. The 
small projectiles flew rapidly through the water, all of them impacting the same spot on the cord. An 
instant later, a massive explosion ripped through the stone structure, tearing it in two. 

“Move! Move!” Jaller yelled. The other Toa had already gotten the message. All six shot through 
the water as a great shadow loomed above. 

On the surface, the island of Voya Nui shuddered. For centuries, the stone cord and Mahri Nui 
far below had acted as an anchor, preventing Voya Nui from being drawn back to the continent from 
which it sprang. Now that anchor had been severed. No power in the known universe could stop Voya 
Nui now. 

The island submerged rapidly, water washing away all the structures built by the Matoran and the 
Piraka. Voya Nui picked up speed as it dove. Had there been a living being on the island, they would have 


seen the Toa Mahri, the Barraki, and their legions scattering to get out of the way. About midway to the 
bottom, the island slowly changed direction, curving in a graceful arc toward the south. The jagged 
outcroppings on the bottom of Voya Nui struck Mahri Nui as it went by, shattering the undersea island 
into rubble. Great chunks of stone rained down upon the Pit. 

It was one of the most bizarre sights the Toa Mahri could ever remember seeing. A huge island, 
one they had once walked upon, now rocketing through the water toward an unknown destination as if 
being pulled on a string. It never slowed — in fact, if anything, it was getting faster — or wavered in its 
course. It was already halfway across the Pit and would be gone from view in seconds. 

The Toa Mahri didn’t have time to ponder the insanity of their situation — swimming in pursuit of 
a runaway island — because they all knew what would happen if they lost this race. Behind them, the 
enraged Barraki and their legions had recovered from the shock of the explosion and were in pursuit of 
the Toa. 

The last moments of the Great Spirit Mata Nui’s life were ticking away. The final countdown had 
begun. 
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Matoro swam for his life, and for the lives of every being in the universe. 

He clutched the glowing Kanohi Ірпіка in his hands. It almost seemed like the mask was pulling 
him along, as if it were being drawn by the same force that was drawing Voya Nui home. 

Matoro glanced behind. His fellow Toa were struggling to keep up, but even Hahli was beginning 
to fall behind after hours of swimming. Coming up fast behind them were the Barraki and their armies, 
thousands of sea creatures moving like a violent storm through the ocean depths. For just a moment, 
Matoro’s spirit fell - how could six Toa hope to hold off such а mob? And even if they could, would that 
leave any time to save the life of the Great Spirit Mata Nui? 

He pushed those doubts away as best he could. Doubt would be like chains on his feet, slowing 
his movement and dragging him down. This wasn’t the time to question fate — this was the time to face it 
square, whatever might come. 

Up ahead, the land mass of Voya Nui whirled rapidly as it tore through the water, shedding 
portions of itself as it went. Matoro could only hope Axonn had succeeded in getting all of the Matoran 
to safety before the stone cord that held Voya Nui in place was destroyed. If not, they were long since 
dead — and maybe they will have only beaten the rest of us to it by a few minutes, he thought grimly. 

The mask flared more brightly, illuminating the ocean far ahead. Matoro could dimly make out a 
massive, ragged hole in the seabed in the distance. Was this where Voya Nui was headed? He knew a huge 
earthquake more than 1,000 years before had wrenched Voya Nui loose from its continent and sent it 
shooting upwards through the roof of its underground dome. Could that hole be where it had emerged? 

The possibility gave Matoro new energy. He was certain wherever Voya Nui was headed was 
where the Mask of Life needed to be used. If the Great Spirit could just cling to life for a few moments 
more... 


The keen eyes of the Barraki spotted the breach in the ocean floor as well and came to the same 
conclusion as Matoro. The race was almost at an end. 
“Faster!” snarled Pridak. “We have to overtake them! Lose now, and we lose everything!” 


Matoro kept on, although his lungs ached and his legs ached and his hands burned where they touched 
the mask. He had not accomplished a lot in his life prior to becoming a Toa — he had been a watcher, not 
a doer — but now he had the opportunity to truly matter. He would not go down in history as the Toa 
who wasn’t fast enough, strong enough, or determined enough to save everyone he cared for. 

Only a little further, he told himself. Keep going! 

Voya Nui began to spiral іп а downward arc, heading right for the gap іп the seabed. The Mask of 
Life flared brighter than before, almost blinding Matoro with its intense glare. And then... it suddenly went 
dark. 


Matoro stopped so abruptly he almost dropped the mask. He felt as if something had been ripped 
out of his body. Even as a Toa of Ice, he had never truly known what cold was, not until this moment, 
when all hope was gone. 

He knew. How, he couldn’t say, but he knew, with the terrible clarity of someone who sees the 
end coming and cannot move, or scream, or stop the inevitable from happening. 

It was over — all of it, over. 

The Great Spirit Mata Nui was dead. 


Far from the scene, the shattered body of Maxilos dragged itself upright. The Barraki had put up a good 
fight and it suited him to let them have their moment of victory. The point had been to delay, not destroy 
them, and if the effort had proved more painful than anticipated, so be it. 

Suddenly, the dark presence within the shell of Maxilos felt the universe abruptly shift. At first, 
Maxilos could hardly believe it. It had really, truly happened at last. His hated “brother,” Mata Nui, had 
perished! After over 100,000 years of his insufferable concern for the Matoran, his unfailing support of 
the Toa, and his insistence on light and truth and order, the Great Spirit was no more. 

“Mata Nui is dead,” he muttered to himself. “Long live Mata Nui.” 

He could imagine how the Toa Mahri were reacting. Shock... disbelief... anger... maybe even 
resignation. Time had run out for them and the universe. Toa had been defeated before over the course 
of history, it was true, but по defeat mattered more than this one. If things stayed as they were, the Mahri 
would go down in legend as failures — for the few days left in which legends could be created. 

But things cannot stay as they are, he said to himself. The universe, my universe, cannot be allowed to 
end like this. Mata Nui’s weakness will not alter my plans. All of existence ends when | say it ends, not before. 

He was too far away, and his new body too battered, to affect matters directly... and there wasn’t 
time. Makuta had no choice but to count on the Toa Mahri to overcome their emotions and press on. 
Everything depended on them doing what Тоа had always done - persisting long past the point any sane 
being would give up. They had to save the life of Mata Nui. 

The body of Maxilos shambled away, its occupant voicing a mental wish that the Great Spirit would 
survive. One might almost call his words a prayer, except that he was praying to himself. 


The other Toa Mahri had caught up to the stunned Matoro. They had all felt the abrupt shift in the fabric 
of existence. Even if they had not, one look at Matoro would have told them what had happened. 

The Barraki and their armies were still rushing headlong toward them. Mata Nui’s life or death 
meant nothing to them, if they even sensed it. All they cared about was escape from the Pit, even if there 
was nowhere left to which they could escape. In a minute, no more, the Toa would be engulfed by the 
oncoming force. 

“We were too late,” said Matoro, in shocked tones. “He’s dead.” 

“We will be too, pretty soon,” said Hewkii, looking over his shoulder. “The Barraki are desperate. 
Nothing’s going to stop them now.” 

“Maybe... maybe we should destroy the mask,” said Kongu. “Make sure it doesn’t fall into their 
hands.” 

“Even if it did... what would it matter now?” said Nuparu. 

“No,” Matoro said quietly. “No, no, no.” He looked at Jaller. “It doesn’t end this way. Not without 
one last try.” 

“Try? Try what?” said Kongu. “The Great Spirit’s dead.” 

“| don’t know,” said Matoro. “А | do know is that | am holding a Mask of Life. That has to mean 
something. What if there’s some way to bring him back?” 

At one time, Jaller would have dismissed Matoro’s words as insane. But it had not been so very 
long ago that he had been killed by a Rahkshi then revived through the power of a being called Takutanuva. 
Who could say what was impossible? 

“We have to go, now,” said Matoro. “We have to try!” 


Jaller looked at Matoro. Then he glanced at the massive armies of the Barraki closing in on them. 
In the next moment, he felt no doubt that he had been destined to be a leader of Toa. 

“No,” he said to Matoro. “You have to go. You have to try. The rest of us will stay here and buy 
you time. Go!” 

Toa of Ice looked at Toa of Fire. Traditionally, the avatars of these two elements had clashed, and 
it had been no different for these two. But Matoro knew what Jaller was saying — he and the other Mahri 
were prepared to die to give Mata Nui, and Matoro, a chance to live. 

It was a moment that called for words and a moment that called for silence. Matoro reached out 
and shook Jaller’s hand, both of them knowing it would be for the last time. 

“Make sure to tell the new Chronicler what happened here,” said Hewkii. “Ра hate to think we 
went through all this and don’t even get a legend out of it.” 

“And make sure they pick a good Chronicler,” said Hahli, forcing a smile. “Maybe a Ko-Matoran, 
just to be different.” 

Too choked with emotion to speak, Matoro turned and started swimming after the island of Voya 
Nui. Behind him, five Toa Mahri turned to face a wave of evil, prepared to meet their fate. 


Exhausted and in pain, Matoro fought to keep moving. Up ahead, Voya Nui had shot down through the 
hole in the sea floor. The Toa of Ice followed an instant later. The first shock was that there was light 
down here, provided by scattered lightstones like those used in Metru Nui. The second was that there 
was another hole far below, one whose shape matched that of Voya Nui perfectly. The gap was in the 
center of a land mass of enormous size, larger than anything Matoro had ever seen. The third was that 
this area was not flooded — water was streaming down through the sea floor and down into the second 
gap, but so vast was the space that even after 1,000 years, it was still mostly dry. 

The southern continent, Matoro thought, eyes fixed on the land below. The Matoran of Voya Nui said 
their island had once been part of a larger continent before it broke off. And that’s where it’s returning, but... 
what’s that down below? 

The Toa’s attention had been drawn to the powerful light coming from the gap in the continent. 
He had never seen such pure white light before, except when Toa Takanuva was in action. Even though 
he could tell it was rapidly fading, it was still incredibly bright. 

That’s where | have to go, he thought, suddenly sure of it. The light... the power... the energy... that 
has to be the core of this universe — and where else would the Mask of Life be used? 

Voya Nui was mere moments from slamming back into place. Once it did so, there might be no 
way to access the core - at least, not quickly enough to do Mata Nui any good. Matoro’s only hope was 
to slip through the gap before the island sealed it off. 

He never stopped to consider how he would make his way out once he was inside. All that 
mattered was saving Mata Nui. There was no room to care about anything beyond that. 

Drawing on his very last bit of energy, Matoro raced to outdistance Voya Nui. The island had 
picked up speed as it got close to home. It was going to be close. If the Toa went fast, but not quite fast 
enough, he could easily wind up crushed between the island and the continent. 

The muscle tissue that held his mechanical parts in place screamed in protest as he pushed himself 
to the breaking point. He was parallel to the island now, falling fast for the gap, and forcing himself to fall 
faster. Now he was just past it, its giant mass looming over him. The two strange competitors were almost 
at the gap, but Matoro was still too close to the island. 

With one final, desperate burst of speed, the Toa of Ice overtook Voya Nui and shot through the 
gap. A micro-instant later, the island slammed into the continent, sending a massive tremor through the 
land mass as it locked into place. Matoro was trapped and in free fall, plummeting down and down through 
a seemingly endless space. 


The Toa Mahri were fighting the good fight... and losing. 


137 


Spurred on by the maddened Barraki, their sea creature armies were attacking in never-ending 
waves, heedless of their own safety. The faster the Toa fought them off with weapons and elemental 
powers, the faster more appeared. The heroes had rapidly become surrounded. They hovered in the 
water ina circle, backs to each other, struggling to repel each attack as it came. 

Toa Hewkii spotted a school of sharks break off from the rest and head off in pursuit of Matoro. 
Using his Mask of Gravity, he increased their mass until they slammed into and through the sea floor. 

“They’re going around us!” shouted Наһіі. “We can’t stop them all!” 

“Тһе Barraki know they just need to tie us down here,” Jaller replied, fending off a mob of venom 
eels. “And if enough of their creatures reach Matoro —” 

Hearing the strain in his voice, Hahli glanced over her shoulder at Jaller. The Toa of Fire was 
glowing white-hot. “What are you doing?” she cried. 

“If there’s no other chance... no other way... | am going nova,” Jaller answered. “If Matoro is far 
enough away, and his pursuers still in range... well, it may buy him a few more seconds.” 

“You'll kill us all,” said Hewkii. “You know that, right?” 

“And all of them,” added Kongu. “Plus everything else for kio around.” 

“If Matoro fails, мие ге all dead anyway,” said Jaller. “But you four can go — try to get out of range 
— | will wait as long as | can. Don’t hesitate — go!” 

Най! shook her head. “We have fought together for over 1,000 years, Jaller. УМе ге not going to 
stop now. And we'll die together if we have to.” 


Pridak saw the glow around Jaller and knew instantly what was about to happen. “The Toa of Fire!” he 
shouted to the other Barraki and their assembled armies. “Destroy him — now!” 


In the heart of a waterfall, Matoro fell. 

The outside world was a blur of motion. He thought he caught glimpses of high mountains around 
him. ІС seemed there was а body of murky water down below, though he could not be sure. At one point, 
a dark, winged shape flew through the falls just below him, but he could not identify it. 

Time was measured in micro-seconds now, flashes of sight and sensation as he plunged deep into 
the core of the universe. He realized that he had made this leap of faith with absolutely no idea what he 
was supposed to do with the Mask of Life once he got here. It almost made him laugh. His five best friends 
were giving their lives for him, and here he was, moments from disaster and still clueless about what it 
would take to be a hero this day. 

Put on the mask. 

“What —?” he said, startled. “Who said that?” 

There was no answer. Had he really heard that, or was he losing his mind? 

Put on the mask. 

The Mask of Life — no one really knew the limits of its power. Maybe he was just hallucinating that 
he heard a voice, but the idea... what if the mask had to be, not just carried to the core, but donned for 
its power to be used? He remembered Takua, the adventurous Matoran who was hailed as the “herald” 
of a seventh Toa, meant to bring the Mask of Light to him wherever he might be. Little did anyone know 
Takua was destined to become that Toa, and the hero he had to find was the one who lived inside his 
own heart. 

The universe is a riddle, thought Matoro. Turaga Nuju often said that. It hints at the path you are meant 
to walk, but never makes its message clear. You have to figure that out for yourself... and maybe | just did. 

With a trembling hand, Matoro placed the Kanohi Ignika on top of his own mask. He expected (о 
feel a surge of strength, or perhaps the opposite, a sudden, terrible weakness. But instead he felt... 
different. His body felt light and tingled as if a current of energy ran through it. He was falling still, but no 
longer tumbling out of control. His form was straight as an arrow and headed for a target still unknown. 


Images flashed through Matoro’s mind. He saw the creation of the Ignika; its millennia of waiting 
for the proper time to be used and the destined wearer; he saw it taken from its resting place once before, 
to be used to heal the Great Spirit... and he saw what happened to the one who wore it then. 

He didn’t cry out, or protest, or rush to tear the mask from his face. Nor did he waste a single 
moment in regret. He had never asked to become a Toa, or desired it, and the mantle of hero had never 
fit comfortably on his shoulders. But now, now he knew, and the knowledge brought peace. 

Nuju was right. The universe is a riddle. And today, | am the answer. 

His arms were thrust out in front of him. They were glowing now, little sparkles of light like the 
starfield above the island of Mata Nui. His whole body was changing now, patterns of light swirling, energies 
being unleashed, as the Mask of Life drew forth the essence of the being called Matoro. 

Is this the end then? he wondered. Is this what it feels like? 

Yes, he decided. This was death. This was the price the Ignika demanded for its use. He would no 
longer exist as Matoro, as a Toa, as a living being of organic muscle and mechanical parts... he would be 
far less than what he was, and far more. 

The world was changing all around him, and it did not frighten the Toa of Ice. He knew the real 
change was in how he was viewing his surroundings — no longer with eyes, a mind, a spirit bound to the 
physical world. He was becoming pure energy, pure life... the force that would bring the Great Spirit back 
from death. Already, he could barely remember how it felt to be in battle, or to be lonely, or to feel the 
warmth of a fire on a cold night. Pleasure, pain, satisfaction, disappointment, these were all just words to 
him now. He was beyond all that, or almost. 

But there was one emotion, one part of his former life, that he had not forgotten — one memory 
he refused to surrender. Jaller, Hahli, Hewkii, Kongu, Nuparu — his friends — his partners — who had fought 
beside him and laughed with him and made all the burdens bearable. They were out there now in the black 
water, about to die at the claws of the Barraki. No one on Metru Nui would ever know of their heroism 
or the sacrifices they were willing to make. They would never see their homes or those they cared about 
ever again. 

His own death, he could accept — but theirs? No, that was too high a price to pay, even to buy 
the salvation of a universe. 

He was Toa Matoro, at least for a few moments more, and he wore the Mask of Life. Or perhaps 
the Mask of Life now wore him. He didn’t know, or care. He knew his friends were willing to die for him 
and his destiny, and for that reason alone, they had to live. 

Matoro pushed back against the power of the mask, fighting to hold on to his consciousness and 
his own existence for just another heartbeat. He wrestled with the power, pleaded with it, tried to bend 
it to his will. Тһе Ignika, for reasons of its own, allowed this. 

Once before, long ago, a Toa had donned the Ірпіка and lost his life to complete his mission. That 
Toa had tried to be brave, but there was fear in his heart and he met his end with grief and regret. The 
Ignika sensed none of this in Matoro — only a will and determination that rivaled even that of Mata Nui 
himself. 

The Mask of Life, bound now to the energy of Matoro, granted him its power. Matoro seized 
upon it to perform his final act. It was not one of grand heroism, not a gesture that would shake the 
universe, but something more powerful and lasting than either one: a simple act of friendship. 

With all that done, Matoro surrendered himself gratefully and completely to his destiny. 


The merged energies of Toa and Kanohi mask exploded in the core of the universe, flooding it 
with light. Streams of golden power flowed into every part of this realm and then beyond it, until it had 
touched every place where the Great Spirit had once reigned. Just as countless beings had sensed the 
death of Mata Nui, so did they now feel life return to him. And in the sky above the city of Metru Nui, the 
stars shone brightly once more... 


A few moments ago... 

Jaller had made his decision. Kongu had already fallen to a treacherous attack by Carapar, and 
Nuparu had been captured by the forces of Kalmah. Hewkii and Hahli were fighting like wild beasts, but 
had no chance against the overwhelming numbers of the Barraki forces. There had been no sign of Matoro 
or that he had succeeded in his mission. 

This has to end now, he thought. | have to make sure that if we’re defeated, Ше Barraki can’t stop 
Matoro or get their hands on the Mask of Life. 

Pridak’s efforts to reach Jaller had so far been blocked by the other Toa and by the sheer, 
overwhelming heat the Toa of Fire was giving off. Now it was time for Jaller to unleash his full power for 
the first time in one devastating nova burst. 

Mata Nui forgive me, he said to himself. He closed his eyes, relaxed his mental control of his fiery 
energies, and — 

“Jaller, stop! Don’t! Stop!” 

The Toa of Fire opened his eyes abruptly. He saw crystal towers, Ko-Matoran, the familiar sight 
of the Coliseum — he was back in Metru Nui! With a supreme effort of will, he forced down his nova 
power before it could devastate his home. 

“Were back,” he said. “We’re back. How 15 this possible?” 

“More than that,” said Hewkii. “Were standing on land and breathing air. Thought we couldn’t 
do that?” 

Nuparu helped a reviving Kongu to his feet. “Wait a second,” said the Toa of Earth. “One of us is 
missing... where’s Matoro? If something sent us back here, why didn’t it send us all back?” 

Then the five Toa Mahri heard a sound they could not recall ever hearing before. Іс was the voice 
of Turaga Nuju, speaking Matoran rather than his usual language of clicks and whistles. He was shouting 
from high atop one of the Knowledge Towers to all of Ko-Metru. 

“Mata Nui lives! The Great Spirit lives!” 

The Toa Mahri could hardly believe it — Mata Nui had returned to life! They had succeeded! And 
that meant — 

The truth hit them like a blow, driving the smiles from their faces. “Oh, no,” whispered Hahli. 

“Something didn’t send us home,” said Hewkii. “Someone did.” 

“Matoro,” said Jaller. “Then we һауе to go back. We have to find him. We owe him that.” 

“We all owe him a great deal more than that.” The words came from Turaga Vakama, who was 
approaching with Nuju. If he seemed surprised by the appearance of the Toa Mahri, he did not show it. “I 
have seen Matoro’s fate... felt his thoughts... in a vision. There is nothing we can do now but grieve for 
him.” 

“| can’t... believe іс,” said Hahli. 

“He never thought he was a true Toa-hero,” said Kongu. “He always said he wasn’t an athlete or 
a leader, ‘just a translator.’ He turned out to be the greatest of us all.” 

“Come, my friends,” said Vakama. “Let us go and celebrate a Ко-Магогап who became a Тоа... 
and a Toa who saved a universe.” 


Turaga Nuju sat alone in the observatory of a Knowledge Tower. All the lightstones in the chamber had 


been doused. He watched the stars make their flight across the sky in silence. His exultation over Mata 
Nui’s revival had been replaced by grief over the Toa lost in the fight. 
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Many centuries ago, disaster had forced the Matoran of Metru Nui and their Toa to relocate to a 
wild, previously unknown island. That disaster had in part been caused by the pride and overconfidence 
of the Toa, of whom Nuju was one. After the Toa became the village elders called Turaga, they had tried 
to put the past behind them — all but Nuju. He adopted the language of flying Rahi birds in place of Matoran, 
only speaking the common language in emergencies. It was his way of reminding the others of what they 
had been through and the dangers of arrogance. 

Of course, speaking another language meant Nuju needed a translator so others could understand 
him. He chose a Ko-Matoran named Matoro, a hunter/tracker with a real respect for the natural world. 
Matoro had seemed taken aback by the offer, but eventually agreed to be tutored in Nuju’s language. 

Over the next 1,000 years, the Turaga and the Matoran would be almost constant companions. 
Matoro had shown himself to be efficient and trustworthy, keeping all that he heard in the Turaga’s 
councils to himself. Nuju came to rely on him, both for his skills and for his honesty. He was a reminder 
of the true nobility in every Matoran. 

And now he was gone. 

The cold, analytical side of Nuju told him this was an acceptable exchange — one Toa for the life 
of the universe. It was, in fact, a small price to pay for such a monumental event. Feeling regret or sadness 
was not logical. After all, what was the alternative - Matoro living, and the universe dying? Would that 
have been better? 

For reasons he did not understand and never would, Nuju suddenly realized that the answer might 
just be yes. 

What sort of Great Spirit required the death of a brave, noble hero for his survival? If a being as 
powerful as Mata Nui could not thrive without demanding such a sacrifice, then maybe existence needed 
to learn to get along without Mata Nui. 

Nuju sighed. No, that wasn’t right. If Mata Nui was not worth saving, then Matoro had died for 
nothing. That he could not accept. 

He looked down from the observatory to the streets below. Most of the Matoran residents of 
the city had not heard about Matoro yet, only that their world was not going to end after all. They were 
rejoicing. Nuju felt even more detached from them than usual, for in his Knowledge Tower there would 
be no celebration. There would be only memories of a good translator, an honest Matoran, and — Nuju 
finally admitted — a lost friend. 
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“...a Тоа who saved a universe.” 

Hahli stopped speaking. Unsure if she was done, Kopeke waited. It seemed as if she had forgotten 
he was there. Then a sad smile suddenly flashed across her features. 

“I'm sorry, Kopeke,” she said. “I was lost in memory. That is all there is to the story. You can 
carve it on the Wall of History now.” 

“Is he truly dead?” asked the Chronicler. 

Hahli nodded. “He is. But his life force brought Mata Nui back from the endless dark. So you could 
say that Matoro is a part of everything now — the sky, the waters, the sunlight, and every living thing that 
walks or flies or swims or crawls. Matoro is dead... but never truly gone... not as long as the Great Spirit 
Mata Nui exists.” 


In the depths of the Pit, Hydraxon swam alone. 

He could not explain all that he had seen in just the last few moments. Mahri Nui destroyed; some 
other island slicing through the water on its way to who knew where; Toa chasing and being chased; and 
the Barraki and the armies now turning on each other in frustrated rage. 

Nor was that the last of the mysteries. Far below, he saw a gleam of red armor. Nearby, Spinax 
prowled the sea floor, clawing at the earth as if on the trail of something. Hydraxon dove down to see 
that the armor did indeed belong to Maxilos. But it was lifeless now. What had happened to the Makuta 
who had possessed it? Was he dead? Had he simply abandoned the robot body when it became damaged 
beyond repair? Or was there some other explanation? Hydraxon didn’t know. 

There was, in truth, a great deal which remained a mystery to him. He would never know that he 
had once been a Matoran named Dekar before the Mask of Life transformed him, giving him the likeness, 
powers, and memories of a long-dead hero. He would never realize that his lifelong friends had been safely 
concealed in the depths of Voya Nui, on their way to begin a new life without him. Perhaps it was best 
that way... ignorance would spare him the pain of brooding on all that he had lost. 

Hydraxon gathered up the pieces of Maxilos. He would take the robot somewhere and repair it. 
And then they would go back to work tracking down runners and bringing them to justice — for there was 
no other life for either of them. 


As he had for so many centuries, Mata Nui slept on. 

Turaga and Matoran had wondered for countless ages whether the Great Spirit could sense what 
was going on in his universe while he slept, or even if he dreamed. Now the answers to these questions 
could be revealed. 

Mata Nui had been aware of the doings in his realm only in bits and pieces over the past 
millennium. He had sensed his own impending doom, and the absence of the Mask of Life from its 
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accustomed place. In a way he couldn’t explain, he knew that Toa had raced to save him from destruction. 
He felt his own death and his sudden rebirth. 

And yes, he dreams now, though he had not done so in the past. Perhaps it is the result of his 
brush with non-existence, or perhaps something else brought on the images he views. But dream he does 
— long, torturous nightmares in which darkness claims the world and all who live in it and even the Great 
Spirit is helpless to prevent it. They are agonizing visions from which he cannot awaken. 

And so, one of the most powerful beings in existence can do nothing but hope to someday wake 
up and find his dreams were only dreams... and nothing more. 


Tahu, Toa Nuva of Fire, scaled the rocky hillside that led to the fortress of Artakha. Behind him came his 
five teammates, all strangely silent, as if awed by their surroundings. 

It was hard not to feel that way. The island of Artakha was a hidden land whose location had been 
kept secret for thousands of years. It was said that all those who had any inkling of its location had long 
ago been hunted down and eliminated. Only after a recent series of quests had the Toa Nuva been given 
information on how to find the island, and that by a mysterious figure whose face they never saw. He had 
told them only that they would find something vital to the success of their mission — the awakening of 
Mata Nui — at the fortress of Artakha. 

The island had at first seemed lush, tropical and inviting, with happy Matoran hard at work building 
structures, then taking them apart and rebuilding them. A gleaming fortress stood high atop a grassy hill, 
the sunlight reflecting off it almost blinding in intensity. 

In an instant, everything had changed. The Matoran dropped their tools and ran for shelters. The 
sky turned dark and rain fell in sheets. The land transformed from green fields and dense forest to a 
landscape of twisted, dead plants, rocks, and mud. The fortress shifted as well somehow, becoming a black 
and forbidding place that would make even a Makuta tremble. 

“Gali, Lewa, can you do something about this storm?” Tahu yelled, trying to make himself heard 
above the wind. 

The Toa Nuva of Water and Air both nodded. Combining their powers, they attempted to dispel 
the raging thunderstorm overhead. After a few moments, they gave up, defeated. 

“Whatever is causing this is greater than our powers can deal with,” Gali said. “Do you think this 
is the work of Artakha himself?” 

“If it is, he and | are going to have a long deep-talk,” said Lewa. “Fine way to treat guests.” 

They had reached the massive iron doors of the fortress. There was no sign of a knocker or any 
other way to signal their presence. As it turned out, none was needed. 

“Who are you? Why have you come here?” The voice was indescribably ancient, and yet young 
at the same time. It came from everywhere around them — the fortress, the rocks, the trees, even the air 
itself. 

Tahu took a deep breath. This had to be Artakha talking to them. It wasn’t easy to know how to 
answer a legend. Artakha was rumored to be the greatest builder and designer in the universe. Some of 
the greatest artifacts known, from the Mask of Light to the Mask of Shadows to the Nuva masks he and 
his friends wore, were said to have come from Artakha’s forge. Yet, if the stories were to be believed, no 
one had actually seen Artakha in all the millennia of his existence. 

Maybe that is about to change, thought Tahu. 

“We are —” he began, then stopped. “But you already know, don’t you?” 

“Does the sun know its light?” the voice responded. “You have come here to find arms and armor 
for your fight. | tell you that the weapon you need cannot be found here — that must be sought in the 
world that feeds the world. As for the other...” 

The storm suddenly abated as quickly as it had arisen, replaced by a cold wind that made even the 
Toa Nuva of Ice shiver. Sleet and snow began to fall, half burying the Toa in a matter of moments. 

“Tell me what you have done on your path to this place,” said the voice of Artakha. 
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“Are we here to play games?” Kopaka Nuva responded. “Your name is spoken with respect па 
thousand places, Artakha. | begin to wonder if those who honor you have been deceived.” 

Artakha’s laughter was like thunderclaps. “You amuse a being who was already weary of life when 
you first set foot on solid ground, Toa. And there is iron behind your icy facade — that is good. You were 
made far better than anyone knew. But my question still needs answering.” 

Tahu swiftly described the Toa Nuva’s most recent adventures, including the freeing of the 
imprisoned Bahrag, the downfall of the realm of Karzahni, and the assault on the island of the Dark 
Hunters. Artakha said nothing, merely listened. 

When Tahu was finished, there was a long period of silence. Then the snow and sleet were gone, 
replaced by warmth and sunlight. When the ice melted away from the Toa, it left behind gleaming masks 
and armor on the ground at their feet. 

“You have done all that has been asked of you, and more,” said Artakha. “You have earned these 
masks and armor. Wear them well, for they are perhaps my greatest creation. Wherever you journey, 
they will adapt to your surroundings. No terrain, no climate, no wind or wave will ever again be your 
master. 

“Now you must leave here. The time has come at last for the Great Spirit Mata Nui to awaken — 
and you must be the ones to bring him back to those who need him.” 

“Wait!” said Tahu Nuva. “Let us see you!” 

“Come with us!” said Onua Nuva, Toa of Earth. “Your aid would be welcome, Artakha.” 

“No,” said Artakha, even as the Toa Nuva’s vision began to blur. “Where you travel, you must 
travel alone.” 

A moment later, the island of Artakha was gone — or so it seemed. In fact, the Toa Nuva had been 
transported from the island by the power of its ruler. When their vision finally cleared, they were in 
midair, high above a strange Matoran village. Somehow, their armor had shifted in a hundred ways, making 
it possible for them to stay aloft. But there was no time to wonder about that — all around them, a battle 
raged in the sky. 

“Go, Toa Nuva,” the voice of Artakha echoed throughout this new land. “Go and find your destiny 
at last!” 
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1 HAVE SIX 
CELLS READY 
ANZ WAITING ... 


1334 


KEEF 
RAIVERS, 

IN A PANIC ... 
ANV THE ONLY 
THING THAT 
SPARKS 


THEY'LL 
FIN? ME A 
MOST PIS- 

AGREEABLE 
MEAL. 


COME TO 
МЕ, IMPOSTOR! 
THE LEAVER 
OF THE БАЕРАК! 
WAITS FOR 


OF HUNTING 
YOUR 
MISERABLE 
CARCASS 
DOWN. 


RECOGNIZE 

IT? YOU WEAR ITS 
TWIN ON YOUR FACE. 

THIS BELONGED TO 
THE REAL НУРЕАХОМ - 
THE ONE WE БАСЕАКІ 

KILLE? 1000 YEARS 

AGO. 


WHAT ARE YOU 
Neato ABOUT, 


I HAVE A 
GIFT FOR YOU, 
PRETENDER. 

A UTTLE SOMETHING 
MANTAX FOUND IN THE 
RUINS OF THE FIT, 
BURIE? IN THE 
MUP - 


I РОМТ KNOW 
WHO YOU ARE... 
СЕ WHAT YOU ARE... 
BUT YOU ARE МОТ 
HYVEAXON. 


YOU'RE 
A FAKE... 
A SHAM ... 
A MIRAGE OF 
THE SEA. 


YOU'RE NOT 
THE FIRST TO 


MAKE THIS CLAIM - 
BUT I HAVE 
НУРЕАХОМ< SKILLS, 
MEMORIES, 
POWER ... 


HATRED? 
БАН! SPEND 
80,000 YEARS 
IN A CELL ANZ 
THEN YOU CAN 
SPEAK TO ME 
OF HATREP. 


ЕЕ 
FORGET - с», 


I НА? TO SPEND 
THOSE 80,000 
YEARS STARING 
AT YOUR UGLY 
FACE THROUGH 

THE BARS. 


SURRENVER. 
YOU'RE GOING 
BACK TO YOUR 
PRISON CELL ... 

СЕ YOU'RE GOING 
NOWHERE, EVER 
AGAIN. 


BUT IF 
YOU KILL ME, 
YOU'LL NEVER KNOW 
WHO YOU REALLY ARE... 
FOR I AM THE ONLY 
ONE WHO CAN 
TELL YOU. 


GO AHEAD, 


ВЕ) OF LIFE TOO DANGEROUS ,ص‎ 
Ў AN? WANTED TO 3 
м, DESTROY IT, қ ғ ` 


A, с 


“SO WHAT HAPPENED? 
DIP THE MASK OF LIFE 
A PROTECTOR? 


.. DIP THE MASK 

OF LIFE USE DEKAR 

TO MAKE ITSELF A 
NEW ONE?” 


AN 
INFERIOR COPY? 
A POWERED-UP 
MATORAN WHO 
DOESNT KNOW 
HIS PLACE? 


І KNOW 

МУ PLACE, 
БАРРА... 
ITS HERE, 
FIGHTING 
SEA TRASH 
UKE YOU. 


YOU 
DON'T GET IT. 
IT DOESN'T 
MATTER WHO 
I WAS 
BEFORE. 


= 


AN? YOU 
LEFT ONE 


ALL THAT | 
COUNTS 5 WHO 
ТАМ NOW - 
НУРРАХОН. 


YOUR NIGHTMARE 
FOR 80 MILLENNIA, 
ANV FOR EVERY 
РАУ THATS LEFT 
TO YOU. 


F below the surface, in the darkness of the great ocean depths 
where no Toa has ever gone before, lies a strange and mysterious 
habitat known as “the Ри.” It’s a place of unknown dangers and 
bizarre creatures, ruled by six merciless deep-sea monsters whose 
like the surface world has never seen. They dominate a world where 
the rule is eat - or be eaten. Welcome to a world of darkness... 
welcome to the realm of the Barraki... 
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